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GEORGE WASHINGTON, 
PRESIDE NT 


OF. TAI 


UNITED STATES or AMERICA. 
SIR, | | 
 AMBmTIOUS to avoid both the 
ſtyle and the ſentiment of common dedica- 
tion, more frequently the incenſe of adu- 
lation, than the refult of truth, L only aſk 
the illuſtrious Waſhington to permit a lady 
of his acquaintance, to introduce to the 


public, under his patronage, a ſmall volume, 


written as the amuſement of ſolitude, at a 
period when every active member of ſociety 


was engaged, either in the field, or the cab- | 1 


inet, Nr the dong hand of foreign 


Tarn 


iv DEDICATION. 

Tux approbation of one who has united 
all hearts in the field of conqueſt, in the lap 
of peace, and at the head of the government 
of the United States, muſt, for a time, give 
countenance to a writer, who, claiming the 
honour of private friendſhip, hopes for this 
indulgence : But it muſt be a bold adven- 
turer in the paths of literature, who dreams 
of fame; in any degree commenſurate with 
the duration of laurels reaped by an hero, 
who has led the armies of America to glory, 
victory and independence. 


1 
Tais may, perhaps, be an improper place 
to make many obſervations on a revolution, 


that may eventually ſhake the proud ſyſ- 
tems of European deſpotiſm ; yet you, fir, 
(who have borne ſuch a diſtinguiſhed and 
bonourable part in the great conflict, till 


DBEDICATA1ION,. CA 


the nations, wearied with. laughter, gave 
truce to the miſeries of man) will permit 
me to obſerve, that, connected by conſan- 


guinity, or friendſhip, with many of the 


principal characters who aſſerted and de- 
fended the rights of an injured country, the 
mind has been naturally led to contemplate 
the magnitude, both of the cauſes and the 
conſequences, of a convulſion that has been 


felt from the eaſtern borders of the Atlantic, 


to the weſtern wilds... i; Fa alas 


Firziixe much for the diſtreſſes, of 
America, in the dark days of her affliaWn, . 
a faithful record has been kept, of the moſt. 

material tranſaQions, through a period that 
has engaged the attention, both of the phi- 
loſopher and the politician ; and, if life is - 
ſpared, a juſt trait of the moſt diſtinguiſhed 


A.2. characters, 


vi Db DAT O . 
characters, either for valour, virtue, or pat- 
riotiſm; for perſidy, intrigue, inconſiſtency, 
or ingratitude, ſhall be faithfully tranſmitted 
to poſterity, by one, who unites in the gen- 
_ eral wiſh, that you, fir, may continue to 
preſide in the midſt of your brethren, until 
nature aſks the aid of retirement and re- 
poſe, to tranquilize the laſt ſtages of hu. 
man life. " 
With every ſentiment of efteem and 
friendſhip, I am, reſpeQed Sir, 

r The Preſident's 

Moſt obedient, 


And very humble ſervant, 
| M. WARREN. 
Pþ mY — ke 10 
March 20, 1190. 
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Tous PUBLIC. 


, * 


ALMOST every page of the fry of Rome) eue 
tragedy, without the exaggeration of poetic filion"; yer there 
angie its interefling ſcenes, that haue not furniſbed the 
machinery for ſome dramatic work. But, amid} the innumer- 
able toriters, that almoſt every age has produced, 9 
of a piece, now offered the. public, does not.recollet# 1 l 
ſeen the weakneſs and craaty of TE On OTE 
of F ˙ . 3 
venge of Edoxia—{the more immediate cauſes of the invaſion 
of the imperial city, by the Vandals }—obou for the febje8. of 


The ſubverſion of the weftern empire, and the Sack of the . 
city of Rome, by Genferic, form an era in the revelutien of 
human affairs, that firikes the mind <vith peculiar ſolenmnity : 


Perhaps, at that period, the character of man was funk 10 the 
ruh hate of depraviy. Debilizared by the habits of every. 


ſpecies of luxury, a long ſeries of tragical events, and the con- bs 


tinual apprebenfions of proſeription, enn 


10 

Dns ar the Akio time, obſcured by rhe ſuperfiitions- 
rat, uninformed chriftians, blended with the barbariſm- 
end ignorance of the darker ages. I 


* Thus an impenetrable cloud wa thrown over the religious 
wid polivicat Inflirations, beth of the Reman and the Gothia 
avoid; wobich boftenced en the deffirattion of the former, wwith= 
ws extifiting evy thing more demented to the gentarand vir 
We of mankind, in the eftabliſoment of the latter ; nor have 
. more entighrened ani polifbed ages been taught, by their er- 
r, ts ſheen the lere wyices, or the abfard fyftems of 
e ove frequently corrupted, difratied, and re- 
"Red the beft confineted republics ; as well as divided and. 
overturned the frong fabric of monarchic government: 
' I» wating the rife, the chercher, the revolutions, 1, and the- 
Jult of the N and brave, the mf infolen: and ſelf 
people, rhe world over ex bibized, the hero and the moralift may 
| find the une, examples of wdlaur and virtue ; and the 
 Mileſopher the moft bumillating teſſetcs to the pride of man, in 
the reryitude of ſame of their capital charaBers : While the 
9 


19 uſurpations and Jplendid crimes, bawe for ages furnifted 
the bifterian and the poet With a. field of ſpeculation, adapted. 
#0 bis ezun peculiar talents. ' But if the wwriter of the Sack of, 
Rome has miflaken her v, foe will, dung, be forgiven, 0s = 
229K — 
E —-— 


There is but — in the narration, and, 
bope, a juft purity of file bas been obſerved, while the writer 
has aimed at moral improvement, by an exhibition of the tu- 
mult and miſery into which mankind are often plunged by an 
anwarrantable indulgence of the diſcordant paſſions of the hue 
2 os . 


. of vice ; yet, in as age of tafte and refiaament, 
Leſſons of merality, and the cenſequences of deviation, may yer- | 
baps, be as ſuceeſyfully exforced from the lage, as by modes of | 
infirufion, lefs cenſured by the ſevere ; while, at the ſame 


time, the exhibition of great biforical events, opens a au y 
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My Ant us is ts threw @ mite into the ſeale of wirtne, 
and my bet ambition to meet the approbation of the judi- 
cious and worthy ;—In the one, - I am gratified from the re- 
A of my wn beart ; for the other, I wait 1with di- 


dence the determinations of the cendid public. 
| - M. W. 
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— 15 from top, —_—_ read my probditp 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN. 
VALENTINIAN—Emperer of Rome. 
HERACLIUS—favourite Eunuch to Valentinian. 
PETRONIUS MAXIMUS= noble Citizen, | 
ATIUS— Commander of the Roman Treops. * 
GAUDENTIUS—Sorn is ius, betrothed ro Eudecia. 
LEO—Bjfbep of Rome. © 
GENSERIC— Xing of the Vandals, reigning m Carthage. 
HUNNERIC—£ax % Genſeris | 
TRAULISTA barbarian Prince. . 

WO MhEN. 
EDOXIA—Empreſs of Rome. 
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SACK d ROME. 
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As . 5 
The boctile cn a ee eee eee N 2 
A truce agreed, the proud n g ee HS. 
Perhaps, a ort ld pence err es 4 
But nations pouring rom er enen dens,” » | * 
rann 
Vatutor d, or by nature, or by-art; RN 
With fcarce a — 2 — 
Except the ſemblance-of the human fern,, 
Muſt be the choſen ſcourge, dy heaven deſigu d,. 
To chaſten Rome for that tyrannick wf, 
Uſurp'd and ſtretch's o'er all her wide domain, | 
And proudly ben by her remorſelefs word 4.” | | 41 4 
227 | X 


16 THE SACK or ROME. 5 


| Her inſolence, her ſtubbornneſs of ſoul, 
l That mod down nations, trampled on the necks 
Of mighty kings, and taught her weaker foes 
To fear alike her ſenators and gods. 
GAUDENTIUS. 

Wu Though Fo each quam of the peoples glede 
| Some hoſtile foe, or new invader riſe, 
Impezial Rome muſt ever awe'the world. 

a r 

With hideous ſhouts the northern hords retir d 

O'er the bleak mounts to Sogdiana's wilds ; 
But fierce Attila look'd indignant back 
On weaken'd Rome, by luzury undone ; 
Fluſh'd with fucceſs, by vulgar kings ador'd, 
Who wateh his nod and tremble at his frown, 
The Scythian ſavage left the Latian ſhore, 
Like ſome wild beaſt juſt gorg d with human blood, 
Full glutted with his prey, to breathe awhile 
In his ferocious den—to whet his taſte 
For new refreſhing hecatombs of blood. 


74 | {GaypanT1Vs. Fob 
Extreme nene the dem cnt brave 3 
True virtue might each obſtacle ſurmount; 
Diſſolving cohumms, cities wrapt in flames, 14 
0 Might yet emerge and more illuſtrious ſhine, A 
If party rage and luxury ſhould ceaſe, oy 
And peace give time to make a juſt reform — 
Through each corrupted channel of the law ; 
Or if ſimplicity again returns, 
Her ancient codes reſtor d on equal terms, 


yy 


THE sack OF ROME. 21 
There's little hope * 
6 from ſuch a noble ſource 
So du d her manners, fo Scher d the mind. © 
By faction, pride, intemperance and luſt. _ 
TI all valour melts 
nee., 
Egyptian pearls and emeralds of the Fatt. : - 
The ſword alone is all that Rome can boaſt 
That bears afGgity to forms fanie 3 + 
Yet ſee the ſaggy of Romulus dn d. 
The trembling youth.of italy elartu'd | # 
Whene er the trumpet ſummons to the field... 
Before the vernal equinom retyras: - 
1 one 6 l | 
e 15 
On which the ſavage A Te. 
Thi vn tin ee, 
Guo vas. 4 
But while tranſported with the youthful charms ( 
Of beauteous Elda—taken to his bed ; 
— — - F 7 
. 0 
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S, what new foe has Rome ? 1 


16 THE SACK. OF ROME. 


Her inſolence, her ſtubbornneſs of ſoul, 

That trod down nations, trampled on the necks. | 

Of mighty kings, and taught her weaker foes 

To fear alike her ſenators and gods. 
GAvuDENTIUS. 

Ager 
Some hoſtile foe, or new invader riſe, 
Imperial Rome muſt ever awe che world. 


4 Aris. 

With hideous ſhouts the northern hords retir d 
O'er the bleak mounts to Sogdiana s wilds ; 
But fierce Attila look'd indignant back 
On weaken'd Rome, by luxury undone ; 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs, by vulgar kings ador d, 
Who wateh his nod and tremble at his frown, 
The Scythian ſavage left the Latian ſhore, 
Like ſome wild beaſt juſt gurg d with human blood, 
Full glutted with his prey, to breathe awhile 
In his ferocious den—to whet his taſte 
9 


 ,,, © GAUDENTIUS, LA £ 
es en kanes. 
True virtue might each obſtacle ſurmount; 
Rome, like a phenix, from her ſmoking towns, = _ 
Diffolving cokummns, cities wrapt in flames, * 
If party rage and luxury ſhould ceaſe, _ ; 
9 1 | 
Through each corrupted channel of the la,: ; 
Or if ſimplicity again returns, 8 
ener TY 
ths yet geen Danube ta £7 
"IS mer 


Am SACK OF ROME. 


ArTws. 

There's little hope from ſuch a noble ſource ; 
So chang'd her manners, fo debas d the mind 
By faction, pride, iptemperance and luſt. 
Loſt in inglorious eaſe, all valour melee 
-Bencath incrafied reoll; exbebs d with gold, 
Egyptian pearls and emeralds of the Tat - 
The ſword alone is all that Rome-can boaſt 
That bears affinity | to forms fame; 
Yet ſee the ſopy of Ramulus dine d. No — 
The trembling youth t Italy alarm d * £ 
Whene'er the trumpet ſummons to the field... 62 - 
Before the vernal equinom returns | 

: To cheer the Henna rr Wy. 


I ſaw the ei 1 
When fair Hons 's ample dower was nam'd, < 
© Re = 


On which the ſa 

This brings Him back 

GAUDENTIUS.. . 7 

But while tranſported with the youthful charms 
22 Biie_gdt Ge Mo bad ; 

Both enmity and GAGaS0 is Whadtt,” 1 4 * 

Till dene Fegg be . fan 4 


- £ 


| 
; s O EN £” 1 


. 14 * 228 1 * 


ATHUS-LEO=GAUDENTLUS. * 
| he: — 
1 ffn 


4 ; 1 | 


rns. 
Say, what new foe has Rowe ? 1 


innen ere 


- & 
þ * 


1 : 4 13 THE SACK OF' ROME. 


| Leo. | 
MI T come to hail the valiant friend of Rome, 
1 Whoſe arm and proweſs are her beſt ſupport, 
11 With the glad news of fierce Attila 's death. 


| | ArTrvus. 
| How did the monſter fall ? 


Leo. 
| | Hot from the riot of à barbarous feaſt ; 
| Sent ſwiftly down to Plute's gloomy ſhave, 
By lewd debauch and great exceſs of joy | | 
That his rough arm had humbled haughty Rome: 
Artus. 
75 . Humbled indeed the world's proud miſtreſs 
Trembles at th approach of Suevick valour ; 
The harden'd lance dip'd in the Wolga's ſtream 3. , 
ſons . 2 


8 Hurl'd in the face of her 
WL. - They ſtart appall d e en at a t foez © 
. Innen — 
- zi ® * 4 Lo- 


Though weaken'd Rome by furious faRtions torn,. / 
a Imbitter'd by decline, ſinks deep in vice— | 

Yet, was the empire held in-bolder hands 

The fierce barbarick rage might ſtill be check d: 

Within Liguria all would be Mare, 

And fav'd from pillage all the Latian ſtates; 

Then let the werls beyond the towering Alps. | 

Be ſtill poſſeſf d by Goth, or Vandal tribes, 

Ravag'd by wolves, or yet more ſavage Huns. 

ArT1os. 


| " Wikis agen n She a 
0 


From his ſoft ſlumbering lethargy of ſoul ? | 
. N | {14% 038 n Kr. 


8 
» * * 


—_—_— 


IAE SACK OF ROME. 18 9 
Lzo. 

Supinely ſunk in dreams of wanton bliſs, 
Ignoble pleaſures of a ſplendid court, q 
Or peneh, or Wir I Ray 2 Uheps- TR, 

Artes. 

Yet, when he heard of the barbarian's death;. 

Did he not rouſe, nor dread the ill omenid birds 
That late have brooded o'er the capitol, 16 1. 4 
And augur'd evils round the city walls, fd 
. 
Since Romulus the founder of the ſtate 

Had prophefied the meaſure of her guilt 

Would tempt the deſtinies in wrath to riſe 

And ſhake the empire from its ancient baſe ? R 


Lro.. | . l * 
The fair Ardelia fills. the monarch's heart: 
He ſecret . i. | 
£ArT1os.. 23 


Ardelia |—the: good—the chaſte Ardelia— 
mn 


N - 

He cog d the dye at Maximus's coſt : ST” 
Long practis d in the tercerarian art, E 4 
Petronius is play d a double game; 4 4 
The die was thrown while fortune turn'd the wheel! \ 


That makes hit wretched as he has been bleſs'd.. 


Kurios. | 
*Mongſt the long liſt of celebrated names, 
Matrons of ancient er of modern fame, . 
None beafts a fairer claim to virtue's palm 12 
Than the diſcreet, the excellent Ar delia: 
bk  -- amo. 8 1 
1 | 


= THE SACK" OF ROME. 


That modeſty, and grace, n. 
rr e 
Luo. 
Niers eben n waa; 
May fall the victim of a wanton wiſh, 
Whan power nlbmns WES ui. 
Arros. 
— — 


. 
Pity 's too weak her anguilk to expreſ 


But Maximus returns—Ah, hapleſs man ! 
Nee 18 


8 0 ENE 11. 


A TIUSMAXIMUS. 


* 


— - } ; * P £4. 


Has! 631 : . | 
Art than the laſt to hail thy friend's fcceſs 5 


Or has long abſence blotted friendſhip out ? 
MAXIMUS. * 

- Forgive me; ²⁰— | . 

I eſteem thy virtyes—nor envy thee = 


The laurels thou haſt won : — 
Can Cer obliterate that love; that fricnd/bip, 
Merit makes thy oj, nad marth commands : 


| Language too poor to ſpeak. one half her grief: 


17 


\ 


THE SACK-<OP ROME. aT 
Give me thy hand—thou know'ſt my heart is thine, 
Nor can I more until we meet again. 
| ros. 
What means this haſte ? Why that diſturbed brow > 
Maximus. 


Return'd this motnent from. the Aquilean camp 
Where I've been ſent with ch impetuous ſpeed, 

So much unlike the ſlowneſs of the emperor, 49+ - 
I ſcarce believe that he could mean me fair. | 


Arius. 
What cauſe is there for doubt ? or why ſulpet ' 


MaxIMUsS. _ - 
I think ſome latent miſchief lies conceal'd. 
Beneath the vizard of a fair pretence ; 
My heart ill brook'd the errand of the day, 
Yet I obey'd—though a ſtrange horror ſeiz'd. - 
My gloomy mind—and ſhook my frame 
2 


riet. - | | 4 
But what excite diftruſt ? ; 6-4, 74 
,  Maxtuus. n * * 
. wid * | ' 126 6 Wn To 


In piteous accents a fad tale of woe : 

But if I'm n bubbled by a mean device, - | 
971 Krius RR EE * 
e a 
MAxIMUs. nt ; ts I\ 

Thou art a gen'rous and a valiant friend : 

I'll not conceal the anguiſh of my ſoul, 

Nor yet the ſecret, worm that gnaws my heart, 
Myſelf forgot in an ignoble vice, " 


- : * 
2 THA Sack OF ROME. 
* 1 — 


A vicebelowthe dignity of man, 1 — 
| Without temptation but in «yerice, LYLE EY t , wen bt 
A blacker paſſion ſt!]—fate ther the die, 
Or by ſuperiour {kill the emperor won, , 
My beauteous grottos my paternal groves— 
My pleaſant villas —and, meandering ſtreams 
The fwett caſcades that gurgted o'er the dales 
The noble buſts that mark d th” Anician name 
My poplar walk —and my Ardelia's bower - 
(Thoſe ſoft retreats of innocence and love) 
And thus for once made Maximus a flave. 
But ah H he gave a treacherous releaſe ; 
He only aſk'd the ſignet from my hand 
To ſeal a promiſe that I'd reach the camp 
Where Accimer commands before the eve 
4 | But 'twas a poor, a frivolous 'pretence 5 
Yet did I not fufpeRt a baſe deſign, ; 
13 e r Ire ac 1's ee | 
E In characters familiar. to my  - | 2A 
A ſentence like a thunderdolt tom Jove: 
IT kifs'd the hand—in raptures bot the ſeal .. 
. « Read—tremble—and deſpair—adieu, — 
- Was all the page—the folemn page, contain d z: 
=  - A Re NNE |, 
* If he's not wrong'd, Patzouins.Maximays | . 
| Maybe eee 3 7 
"Mrs. b 
Though Valentinian doats on beauty -s um 
Ardelia muſt be fafe : True virtue checks 
A bold licentious wiſh, ani guards the fair; 
He durſt not drag an angel to his bed. einn 
Manos. 59 9 
As truth and virtue digniſ᷑ d my bliſs,” 
Th gl nm jig of Jeet med, 


* 


THE-SACK o ROME. ' x. 
, | 


Ar 1 98 
Their heated bolts—till chan curſes fall, «+ 1 ol 
Run can nee ST 15 
| . „nn * 0 U 


P 12448835006 f 
— et - Py np 4 
$ EN re. 12 
«7s—0aomtmos-unaacubs 
Heraciws -S, —— bs brought _ 4 
Wan BEEP r 
6 1 . 5 7 
— . cotta die. net 
Of pleaſure and ſucces, congratulates, Þ | LY 
Both on the peace, and on Attila death, | 1 
The brave Gaudmitius, ad his noble re: 
He re with ute, eee TE. 
For valour, faith, and every great exploit, _ - pet 
Their arms atchiev'd.in the rough geld of Mars. - ' 
When ZEtwsf ſafe to leave the camp, 
Tt is his will ye repair to Rome, q 
| To reſt awhile from toilſome ſcenes of war. 
And tails he PRO the imperial court. : 
Arte. 1 * L ra 
We full chan ant etmmoats dons. . 4 
I reach the city and Glute ny princes '1 
But whence that Ggh, mg dn Art thou alex foo Gans 
To venture on the threſhold o, tft. 
Leſt it melt down ter thy fame + =ys 29654 A 
7 © . . .Or 
— v - 4 


Rekindle in 4hy breaſt a lovers ame, 

And being the fair Budocia s thine eye? 
Thy valour claims hev-from-the-eraperor's hand, - 
Nen will he longer now protract his vow. 


GAUDERTIUS . 
Nor ſhall 12 N 
A ſoldier's honour reſts upon his ſword, 
42. 


8 Hzaacuvs. 
mails 
And bids thee haſte to ſolemnize thy love, 
e e 42nd a6 
GavpanTIVs. 

Thou art the harbinger of bliſs indeed; 
Command my gratitude, it ſhall be thine : 
I'll haſten on, and meet thee in the forum; 
If yet thou haſt one wiſh ungratified, 
"Command my aid—it ſhall enfure ſucceſs, 
Complete thy fortune, and fill up thy hopes. | 

Hunaciivs. 
The princeſs waits impatiently to hear 
EW F490 7-0 


[Exit HESACLIUG. | 


| ____ @Ariwvs, 

There's not a prince in Valentinian's court 
Has ſerv'd with more fidelity and zeal ; 
Nor does he light the ſervices of Ætius, 
But as a prince he bounteouſly rewards. 
My ſon | the braveſt, moſt deſerving youth 
"That e er paternal love claſpꝰd to his breaft, 
He crowns thy valour with the choĩceſt gift 


A lover ever. wiſh d, or hero cla mW. 


7 -* 
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Yet while my heart anticipates thy bliſs, 

Thou muſt remember that thou liv t for Rome: 
Let not ambition, avarice, or love, 
Contaminate thy patriotick worth : 

And as my ſword has ſav d the commonwealth. 
Drove back her foes, and given peace to Rome, 
Let thine exzemple teach her to he free. 


GavpenTIVs. 


Inſpir'd by thee, by glory, and by fame, 


[Exeunt. 


- C | ACT 


=: THE SACK or ROME. 
n 
e 
| eee 
Enter VALENTINIAN and HERACLIUS. 
|  VatenTINNAe, L. 


Hasr thou ſeen Maximus ?—Is be return'd ? 
Tis whiſper'd that he's now about the court: 
I order'd Ricemar to urge his ſtay 
To try his valour in the feats of war, 
Till I found means to ſooth Ardelia's grief, 
Or reconcil'd her to my ardent love: 


— 


Let I ſuſpect my will is diſobey d. 


Hacks. 
I, through the Campus Martius, ſaw him paſs, 
Sullen and fierce as is the baited bull, 
' Whetted for blood and roaring for his prey, 
r (ate dann 
| VALENTINIAN. 
Wan hae grant revenge. 
He has a bold, aſſuming, haughty ſoul— 
A daring.pride that ſpurns the leaſt affront— 
1 fear him more than Mtiue. l 
| HzxACLIUS. 
But Atlas is the idol of the army, 
| And at his beck—the young barbarian princes. 
Haughty and brave, he brooks not. thy delay ; 
Lmpatient for the promiſe made Gaudentius, 
Sighs far a unjon with the fair Eudocia. 


Ab 


* 
. 


X ſon ſo near—a ſceptre in his eye, 
May empire give to his aſpiring father. 
VALENTINIAN. | 

Go lead him hither with tis-favour'd ſon, - 
My hand ſhall rid me from all fear from them : 
Once in the palace, and the work is done : 

I'll ſave my daughter for a nobler onjon. 
But find out Maximus tis him 1 dread ; 
A man thus injur'd never can forgive. 

ERACLIUS. ; 1 

en . 
Indeed ſhe was, ſor innocence and truth, 

For elegance, true dignity, and grace, 
e 
+. —_ illaftrious matdns'boaſtdd to the work 
— — We: L 
But ſhe's nb more ! | 2 
| Hams, * < - * "5. 

Hah ! flave, forbear— : 
Ment hen een | .4 
Say then at ohce—ſuſpenſe I ne'er could bear. 

Hane ttus. 

Deſpair, reſentment, agoniting grief, 
This morn have'clos'd the period of a life 
Too pure and ſpots thy u Pumas work. 

| VALENTIVIAN. 

Then I'm nndone forever—dvoble the guards : 
Go find Petronius out—fuffer not kim; 5 1 : 
Nor Ztius, to fee another fun : - , 

To make the work complete; , 
My frond ls pd er eek 115 
1 Lagune. 


2 
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Down coward conſcience, nor diſturb a prince. 


My recent crime haunts all my ſleepleſs nights; 
Yet, ſhall I fill the meaſure of my guilt 


And turn aſſaſſin Am I ſo loſt, as thus 
To ftain my hand with the Patrician blood 
Pollute my court diſgrace the Roman name? 
No, that can't be—her infamy's complete, 
And no new crime is wanting in the liſt 
To ſtigmatize, and blaſt her ancient fame 
In this apartment, now my gloomy cell, 
Where I have ſeen Ardelia drown in tears, 
And almoſt dying with RE 
Eater EDox1A. 

But hah !—here comes my torment— 
My other conſcience—to kill me with a look— 
The fair—the excellent—the wrong'd Edoxia ;, 
Her preſence freezes all my powers of ſpeech ; 
OE RE IE EIN >. 5 


m all confufov—guilt—perdition—death. 


; . Epoxia. 

Oh! fly me not, my ſovereign— 
I only come to warn my much lov d lord, 
A lowering ſtorm may burſt upon his head. 

VALENTINIAN. 

I fear no ſtorms but frqgp an injur'd wife ; 

The rp inveCtives of neglected beauty. 
Epoxla. > 

My wrongs I here forgive—thy ſafety now 

Is all I have to wiſh-—my foul is all alarm. 
X VALENTINIAN.., 

What idle terror bas aſſail d thy brain; 


- 


[Revring beni. 
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Or what new rupture threatens empire next ? + 
boxt. | | 


No foreign foe awakes my anzious thought; | 
The faithful Atius commands the legions,” (Ha i? <1 


And guards the poſts from Tyber to the Rhine, 
Er way ˙²˙ w XV 
VALENTINIAN. _ 2 | 

A woman, weaken'd by a ſenſe of wrongs, 
With a creative fancy, ſpreads contagion, & 
If ſhe names her fears—yet tell the cauſe, | 
If any cauſe thou haft, thus to alarm 
And agitate my mind. 

EpoxI1A. 
Petronius Maximus. 
VSLEYTHNJAN» / 

What of Petronius ? | 

Epoxia. - 
Ti him I fear -A froin the, Cirgus, 

Late this morn I came, he enter'd— | . 
Rage in his eye—unheeding what he ſaw. ; 
Loſt in deep thought, and wrap'd in dark in 
He onward mov'd, with flow and ſolemn ' 
A dark, fix'd brow, ud geſture of deſpai | | 
He walk'd, and flop'd, and trod, and 4 the ground, 
And gnaſh'd his teeth; and dlench'd his Pein, 
Then ſpread it on his breaſt and preſs d it hard, 
As if afraid his heart would burſt its bounds— 
Then ſob'd a lowly ſgh all Acdelial | 
And, as the ados moves beſide the mann, . 
His ſteps were meaſur d by an Alan prince; 
But neither, beeded all the: ſports of Rome; N 
Forgive my lord, my ſoft Miau care 


. foe, . 
* V MLENTINLAN. 
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| VALENTINIAN: © 

Thou beſt of women | how ſhall I atone 

For half the wrongs my faithleſs heart has done 

To beauty blended with ſuperiour worth.? 
EpoXxia. | 

im boding dreams and gloomy apparitions=- 

Freſh bleeding ghoſts, and ſhades of darkeſt hue, 

Haunt all my ſlumbers—ſome deep deſign, 

Of terrible import, in Maximus I ſaw'; 

Waſte not a moment—oh | ſecure thyſelf, 

And when we meet again, we'll talk of love. {Excunt. 


+8 % © BW 
VALENTINIAN and HERACIIUS. 
Hanaciyus. I 


Erws attends thy will, as does his fon— 
With them Beotius, preſect of the city. 


VALENTINIAN. 

_ The bufineſs is of ſuck import , 
No other ear muſt witneſa—thoy wilt thyſelf rf 
Take care of both Beotius and Gaudentius. 1 
| Hznaciiws. \ > 
I will my lord—he and his noble friend * 
May fight Attila in the ſhales below, 85 
If that fierce warrior flill remembers Roma. 


ValnnTinian. * 

No vulgar fouls »@'ll ſeng the gods this day 3 A 
Denn 154 
ny 1 


2 My*, 


THE SACK OF ROMT. * 
My arm be ftrong—away with conſcious qualms— 
His is a life worthy of Car s ſword : 


Tis true I but ſuſpect his cover'd treaſon ; 
Yet, Ætius muſt die—as ſhall Gaudentius.. 


; x b a a | 
SCENE. Il. 
EUDOCIA.ad PLACIDIA.. 


( 


 Eupocia.. 
; Ons wa 
The god, Qs graces its Weuak, 
And murder's by the hand of Valentinian.. | 
Praca. 
erw 1—tin_dut the tle et malice, whipr' 
round, | 
By ſome vile foe ta Valentinian's houſe... =” 


Evpocia.. 


Tis done, £322 
And hell itſelf records the, dreadful deed: 


. Practvia. | 
My father ne'er could ſtain the imperjal throne | | 
By ſuch a crime as this ! . 
What ! like the madman of old Philip's race, 
Plunge his draws dagger in the faithful breaſt = 
Of ſuch a friend as Mtins ? | | 
' Bupoci | | 
he nk "Re "5 
Ant ether e he tice + * 
Heraclius defign'd, by ſpeedy rt 
And in his ſtead Beotius was (ain. LE . 
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PLACIDIA. . 
Where is the virtuous youth 1—and where his friends ? 


Evpocia. - 1 3 
He paſs'd the guards, Traufifta by his fide, a 

And, through the weſtern gate, they, ſwift as lightning, 

Haſted to Liguria—though anuch he lov” &- 

He'll ne'er forgive the murd'rer of his fire ; 

He has a filial heart and valiant arm; 

And nature's inſtin&t wakes a tender ſtrite. 

The genuine virtnes of his youthful heart, 

Cheriſh'd by reaſon—ripen'd to-ſublime, 

Nurs'd up by honour, gratitude and worth, 

F 


. —PLAC1DIA. 
Alas! eee e blaſts, - 

Heaven's vengeance next pours down, is with the gods. 

| & + ersee nn 
The death of Ztius augurs ill to Romey 

His ſdul, too firm to fear or Goths, or Hans ß 

Too great to be corrupted, or fleceiv'd, 

Sooth'd their rough paſſions, balanc'd their ambition 1 

They lov'd, they fear d, and will avenge his death. 


Pt.acrvi. 
When jealouly*s-t war with wild ambition, * 5 
And reaſon quits the helm amid the ſtortn, | 
The furious hurricane of paſſion ſwells 
Till ev'ry fail hurls on to ſure Peres. 


Evpocia. 
Ah ! my Gaudentius—could Eudocia Nr 1.44 


Waſh off the guilt contragied by Jer fires 7, ,, 4a 
*$ 
* 


_— þ 


Theſe veins 1'd ope, and warm — 
Nn to make his daughter - 


a>» 
Worthy of thy love—love did I fay n :: i 
He muſt forever hate—defpi . 
And curſe the name of Czſar's _ _—_ 
And fly the ſight of his too wretched daughter. 
PLacipra. 5 
Alas ! I fear—T knew net what I fear 
Imagination's ſhort of what I dread- 
. From complicated guilt, which ſtalks abroad. 
Oh ! Neaven avert Oe Getting of Rome. 
L Evpocia. 
I'm ſick of life—of pageantry and pomp— 
Of thrones and ſceptres ſtain'd by human blood : 
Come let us wander down the facred walks, 
The ſilent grots, where virtue once xeclin'd. 
The verdant foreſts' bend their lofty tops ; a 
To make a covert for the weary head ; ” 
There tranquiliz'd beneath pale Cynthia's ſhade,” 
We'll breathe and whiſper diſappointed love ; ö 
And weep-our country, family and friends, „ y 
Till bright Aurora ſtreaks the caſtern ci? 
And li us back the buſ) — 4s „ „ 
lights among th y throng 0 = 


—  — — 
S. C EN E Iv. 
VALENTINIAN and HERACLIDS, * 


VALENTINIAN. 


Tia gives morn in tranſport ail the day, 
And the ſhrill trumpet ſounds to martial fports ; - ;. © 
But yet a certain heavineſs hangs o'er mm.. 
. „ 


10 light the capitol, or guand-the flate, 


„  Andif 


= | THE SACK OF no 
Were afraid of either gods or men, 
Fd ſwear this day is like the ides of March, 9 is 
Big with portentous omens :—Calphurnia's dream, 
And my Edoxia's fears, ben ſuch a femblance 
That through the night, (eren if a cricket moves} 
1 ſtart—I cry—my evil genius | (ay, * 

We with Aus! e fwoed 


Haase. 
No dread ſhould ere pervade 
_ The royal. boſom of a Roman prince; 


Encircled deep by faithful veteran bands. 
Who wait his fiat, and ab@&rve his nod, 
To feed his pleaſures, os to blaſthis foes ; 


„ PE REA Ones 
| 1 * 
The noble: Miva; of priccely' birth, | 
__ Poſſeſs'd a ſoul VylRoman valoar warm's, * 
© That won the pluntty tk of fritnds'and fors 7 
The legions lov'd—the citizens ador'd 
And all will murmur at-bis fudden-fallc 
Yer wore L fear Petronius's rage, 
Than all the city, ſepators, ar trgops. | 
Hrtaciivs 
"Thou tu dand welt ds en triiter dawn 
Ere he ufury'd and rob'd thee of a throne ; 
or patrician tongues, 4 
Should utter menace, o a plaintive word, - 
Teach them the fate-of Rome hangs on thy will. | 
F nnr. 
But where is Maximus -_ + 
A KN Gents lvoe it Sree, 
1 * 


CY 


loan 


'Twou'd beggar language to deſcribe his pride, 
His ſtrength of paſſion when arous'd to rage”; 
Inexorable vengeance tears his foul :  — 
Conſtant and noble, as a god he loves, 
But as a furious fiend, rewards his foes ; R + 
Nought but their death can cool his paſions down. 

3h Henaciivs. 


* 
* 
2 
5 _y Or) 
* 
by 


To interragt ©s Stein — „ 
Ardelia dead the funeral pile burnt dowẽõo _-  _ . 
Her aſhes gather'd in a golden urn ; - 23 
He in deſpair has left the imperial city. * 
Beſide the margin of the Tuſran here, 
In a ſmall villa of ſhe Anician name, 44.8 > $e 
He's gone to weep his folly and his fate. "Tu. 
; — Warmerintan. I 
Where are his friends bis ws sern of Gente? 
Where the admiring crowds fed by his und, TY 
* Hzaa cines. 2 "voy | 
—— N =; - 
bh hey erage wes = Lon anna 6. 
And plunging down the weſtern briny main + -——= 
Mankind adore. E 1 
The eaſtern monarch Juſt from Thetis bed, — , 


* 


With roſy bluſhes on his morning beams, - 
Majeſtick riſing o'er the buraifh;d4. world. 
Beholds his homagers. on ev ry ,ft ; ..  : 
As in the field of Mars amid the ſports, 

The ſon of Theadotius, is a god. e 


89 #® 
5 VALETEINIAN. _, ©. 
2. . 
„Gai! 
— i 
7 : 2 
- 
* 
A 
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Oh ! would oblivion i wrap. a fable veil 0 
-O'er my remorſe, and o'er Ardelia's grief, 
Oer her bright form, and her untimely death, 

I might defy the vengeance of her lord : - 
Methinks I ſee her lovely tearful eye 
With ſcornful glances fir'd—till grief and fear, 
And conſternation numb my torpid frame. 
HzRrACLIUS. 
Why ſhould an emperot fear ? 
| VALENTINIAN. 
Say, where's Gaudentius ? 
| Hrzacttrus. 
He, ſwift of foot as an Herulian archer, 
Eſcap'd my ſword, and ſhelters in the camp i 
But after him—with thy expreſs command— 
This night his:fire may meet him in the ſhades. 
VALENTINIAN. 
|  . Where is Traulifſta—prince of the Oſtrogotha, 
Dauntleſs and brave—his firſt—his choſen friend ? 
| HenrAcLiivs.. 
Gone to Liguria with the ſon of Atius ; 
He lov'd him much. * 
| VALENTINIAN. 
Then let him ſhave his fate. | 
_ HznacLivs. - * 
Leave them to me, and chaſe thy cares away; 
The ſports are ready -guarded every poſt, 
And while the victims in the Circus bleed, 
Smile that thy foes on the ſame moment fall. 


N 
Dre 
= 


VALENTINIAN. 


* 
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** VatanTIinius. | | 
„„ 
A pang e er touch ' d my heart. „ 
Hanes. 2 
There learn all Rome— 4 
That if they brave the mandates of thy lip, 
A ſov"regp's arm ſhall puniſh as it ought. 


[Excune, 


s EN E P. 


GavpenTIVs ſolur—in difyuiſe—juft returned te the cityy 
where he wa, Au the murdered body of Alus. 


Was this the dowry of the fair Eudocia, 
The mangled body of my much lov'd fire 
' Preſented by her father's guilty hand? 
Juſt gods avenge—the trait rous deed avenge 1 
What is the faith—or what the gratitude, 
Or what the ſacred promiſe of an emperor ! 
As cruelty portrays an abject mind, 
Servility precedes the fall of ſtates : 
In this declenſion of the Roman world, 
While tyrants dip the ſcymitar in blood, 
And ſport on human miſery at large, 
Shall I ſit down with folded arms and ſce 
A monſter gorging on a parent's blood ; 
Or unaveng'd behold a father die 
By Valentinian's baſe ungrateful hand | 
Yet he, alas | is my Eudocia's fire : 
But glory, fame, ambition and revenge | 
D 


＋ 
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And boldly ſtem the madneſs of the times, 
Recover Rome and reinſtate her power, 

And bring ber back to glory, wealth and fame. , 
But hah !—Eudocia, penſive and alone; 


[Sering Eupocta at « dfence. 
Shall I advance, or baniſh.her forever ? 


n Evupocia flewly crofſes the Rage Toithout 
obſerving bim.] © 

One tear diſſolves the firmneſs of my ſoul, 
Unmans the mind, and melts the warrior down ; 

© Daſhes his hope, and weakens his reſolve.; 
*Tis ruin to retire—death to 7 
Chaſte as Diana in each move, 
While Venus lights the features of her face 
And gives her ſon the torch to fire my foul; 
Yet honour, conſcience, virtue and the world 
Forbid'a union with his bloody houſe ; 
My father's murderer—the gods forbid | | 
Yet ſhe's all innocence—and virtue's ſoul | 
Shines forth conſpicuous in her heavenly form: 
1 haſte from her as from the hand of death. 


9 


[Exeunt different ways. | 
* 
ACT 


F 
e . 


— 


Maxnevs folus, i» the Anician Palaces, the ſun juft rings 


Tus bird of death that nightly pecks the roof, 
Or ſhrieks beſide the caverns of the dead 5. 
Or paler ſceptres that infeſt the tombs 
Of guilt and darkneſs, horror or deſpair, 
Are far more welcome to a wretch like me 3 
Than yon bright rays that deck the opening morn ; 
That ſoftly gliding o'er the dewy field | 
Give life to nature—cheer the daified lawn, | | 
Where my Ardeliz trod the dappted mend, {x12 


And breath'd freſn · ſweetneſi through — | 


What is the fun to Maximus 
Its noon tide ray ſhews him the fport . — 


Ye gods | was reaſon lofi, that, fpiritleſs, <L 
2 
From ſtriking inſtant at the tyrant's heart, 

When on a frivolous pretence he urg d, 


Before another day, I'd e the camp . 


nn 
By all the deities of Nome I ſwear ; 


And ſtill more folemnly L bind my fool, = ; 


mer .. 
My vengeance ſhall not fleep. 
Dur TRAULISTA. FE 
Tabl. 2 "HOG 
What cauſe is there for Maximus's grief? 
Why is thy boſom tortur d with deſpair? ?: 


1 


The ſimple pander of a lecher's guilt, e 


* 
x 


* 
mY 


2e „ „ „„ 


— 


— 


= — — - 
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Unfold the tale, command Trauliſta's ſword 
Wake up full vengeance, or forbear to grieve. 


Maximus. 


| Torteres may feine, and faries tar my heart, 
But words caa't utter what my ſoul endures ; 
Confufion darkens all my powers of ſpłech, 
And bluſhes blaſt the wretch that ſacrific'd 


His fame — his peace—his honour—and his wife 


To glut a tyragt's luſt.— My brain grows hot 
It kindles to diſtraftion—yet Valentinian lives. 

| Tuxer. 

What, did the monſter, in thine abſence, dare 
Profane the ſacred threſhold of thy peace? 

MAzxXIMUs. . 

She, ever duteous to her lord's command, 
Was, by the darkeſt plot of hell, deceiv'd ; 
This ring, fo often by her huſband ſent 
In times too dangerous for other meſſage, 
To her preſented, by the baſe Heraclius, 
ReluRantly, ſhe haſten'd to the palace— — 
Though terror ſeiz'd and chil'd her frighted ub: 
. 
Till in the filent deep abode of guilt, 


As a dark fiend, the emperor alone 
Waited the victim of his madden d flame : 


He ſeia d his prey — nor cries, nor tears avail'd ; 
She Heaven implor d— to pitying Angels pray d, 
And in deſpai ſhe call d on her Petronius, — 
Yet thought his ſanction back d the vile . 
TRAULISTA. 

And hates thee for ſuſpeRed perfidy. 

Maxntus. 

e the miduight watch when 7 retura'd 5 

With * 


3. 
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With anxious dread and deep ſuſpenſe I flew 
To her abode of miſery and grief. 
In ſables dreſs'd—a taper juſt burnt down—e 


That darkly glimmer'd gloom from. fide to ſide 


Indignant ſcorn glanc'd from her languid eye; 
While tears bedew'd her bright angelick face,. 
As if a cherubagept, the radiant beams: _ 
Of ſtars obſcur d, or of extinguiſh'd ſuns :: + 
Diſmay'd ſhe held a dagger in her hand 

As half reſolv'd to plunge it in her breaſt, 

Yet trembled at the purpoſe of her ſoul; - 


FE; 


I caught.her hand, and drew the weapon thence, 


Ere ſhe perceiv'd her wretched huſband nigh.. 
| TRAULISTA.. . 
Sure ſhe's too good to let reſentment burn: 


Maximus. 


« Poor Miximus # Wen- of thy gun. 


My ſoul till pities thee—receive this pledge 
To cheat ſome other ſoft, believing fool: 
Blot from thy thought that cer Ardelia liv'd 
To be the ſport of riot and debauch. 

Then fix &. the fatal fignet on my hand,, 

This curihd fgaot thathus Rab © my dog, 


And branded me with infamy Cromer 
She breath'd a ſob as if a ſeraph ſigh'd, - 
Drop'd a Kind tear, and ſmil'd a laſt adieu. 
 Traviista.. « 
Hah | dead !—fay/ft thou Ardelia's dead 3: 


Ph Maximus. 
All the big paſſions of a noble ſoul 


* 
4 


4 
230 


A 


[ Shbewws * 


—% a 


Thaill'd through ber heart, and fliffen d all her ſrame 3 


6553 D 2 
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And now methinks, ineffably ſerene, 
On yon bright azure golden ſłirted cloud, 
Ardelia gently chides this tardy hand 
That lingers thus while unaveng d her death. 
TxAULISTA. 
I bind me by this ford, a ſoldier's oath, a 
To vindicate in blood her wounded fame. | 


4 Maximus. 
Her ſoul unftain'd, immaculate and pure, 
Not meagre malice dare impeach her mind; 
Nor e'en Megara's tongue, though it were dip's 
In all the poiſons of her curling ſnakes, 
Till the gall ganger'd every name but hers, 
Durſt whiſper aught to wound Ardeta's fame: 
But yet her wrongs may urge thy dauntleſs arm, 
And give full vigour to a bokd defign, 
To ſmite a ſcepter d brow—yes—that is all 
The man himſelf's a poltroon— 
Yet he's an emperos. 


Tuavrie ra. 3 
This makes him worthy of Trauliſta's ſword. 
My arm ſhall aid till juſtice holds the ſcale 


—— — oa ww = ＋—— — - 
* 5 122 
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J ſoften grief, or injury repair. 
MAxXIMUS. 
Go, find thy friends, and ere the work begins, 
I ak a moment to indulge my grief; - 


« The luxury of tears* 2 
My ſoul's too big for ſuch a ſoſt relief ; 
Yet I may rave and riot o'er my woes. 
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MAXIMUS and GAUDENTIUS 


— 


Maxiuvs. 


Th Kenity the gods themſelves inſpir'd, 
When Rome inflam'd with patriotick zeal, \ 


Long taught the world to tremble and admire, 
Lies faint and languid in the wane of fame, 

And muſt expire in luzury's lew'd lap 

If not ſupported by ſome vigorous arm; 
Th' Armorici tis faid have paſs'd the Rhine, 
And ruder tribes, both Goth and Vandal hofts, - 
May ſoon be thundering at the gates of Rome ; 
While here, a treacherous, bloody minded prince 


Stains the imperial court with = Rs 
And riots in the zenith of his pride. 


GAUDENTIUS, 
And are there none in this diſtracted ſtate 
Whoſe courage, zeal, and energy of mind, ; 
May ſtem the tide, and break the tyrant's yoke > 


Maximus. »« 

The Roman people, ficken'd by his floth, 
Deteſt a weak, a lecherous, daftard prince 
Who yet cuts down the braveſt men Rome boaſts, 
And mocks the moſt heroick of her fons : | 
Abuſed virgins rave in wild deſpair ; 
Affronted matrons weep, and beauty ſighs, 
While groans reecho from the tomb of grief, 
And cry for vengeance on the emperor's head; 
9 

Gau. 
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GAUDENTIUS. 
Pitney by ikud, the Mirocte fiend 
A ſovereign, cruel, impotent and baſe, 
And all.the army's ripen'd for revolt. 
MAXIMUS. 
| "Tis time to daſh him from th* imperial throne 3; 
Name his ſucceſſor, and the work is dage.. 79 4. 
Gaunrurius. 
The crown, the ſceptre, the regalia wait, 
Petronius's will to guide the realm, 
And bid the miſtreſs of the world'revive. 


Maximus. . 
Tu imperial crown lies not-a charm for me 3 
Hung on a ſgldier's ſpear, expos d to ſale, | 
Stain'd with the blood of a long line of Czſars,. 
From Julius down to Valentinian's reign, 
*Tis fall'n too low to wake ambition up- 
The palace groans with guilt too dark fo name j 
Tis but the ſplendid theatre of woe, 
From age to age the ſhambles of mankind, 
On which to ſacrifice the richeſt blood SY 
The Roman annals boaſt—the crimſon am 
Has ras d the memory that a virtue liv'd, - 
Or that a noble deed from virtue ſprang - 
In the proud beaſts of ancient Roman fame. . 
__- , GivpunTIVvs. 47 
Ambition, in a noble, virtuous mind. 
And ſoars to glory till it meets the ſkies : * 
If it has place in Maximus's breaſt, | 
Fortune, who ſports with diadems and crowns- 
n 
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GAVUDENTIUS panes & moment, retires rhougbrfully 4 few 


— 


. my arm 3 
But did ambition urge my purpoſe on ? 

Yet, my young penſive friend, if Valentinian 
Wraps his mantle o'er his trembling head— 
Like Julius Ceſar cry Brutus my ſong'* 
Will not Eudocia unnerve thy arm ? 

| GavDEnTIUs. 

Ah ! my Eudocia |—would he were not thy ſire 3 
But from my heart I tear thee for a moment, 
Till Ætius's manes are appeas d, 

And fair Ardelia's wrongs are all aveng d. 
Max mvs. 

But art thou ſure thou canſt this teſt ſuſtain ? 

This teſt ſevere, of friendſhip, honour, love, 


Will try and probe thee to the heart. 
Wilt not ſhake, when her f6ft image 
Dances in thine eye, and pity pleads ? 


But yet thou haſt a ſtruggle more ſevere ; 

Thou may'ſt as well avenge thy bleeding friends, 
And draw thy ſword in injur'd virtue's cauſe : - | 
rr 
The valiant. Ricemar, has purchas'd Pet 
wit Guulplle is mar adede tree... 

And that the heireſs of the imperial throne 

Is the rich price—that Hunneric his ſon 

Is on his way to wed the faiy Budocia, | 


GavupanTIVUs. 
Petronius, thou haſt fix'd my nnn: 
r alone, Ys 


46: THE SACK OF ROME: 


Jo mary tones os {4234 ROSIE S&H 
To Valentinian's heart. | 2 
| MaxIMUs.- 
The hour draws nigh=the exerciſe begins— 
Anne 57 
Err Maxmus. 
| GavpunTaVy. 


How would my, cohote.toom their focpoe fnct- 
To ſee Eudocia in that mouſter's arms ? 10 
Can her fair ſoul mix with the horrid brood, 
Begot and nurtur d in the Quadian lakes 

Beneath. the vaulted, black Carpathian mount, 
Amidſt the'darkneſs of Cimmerian damps, 

As nature ſported with infernal fiends 
She gender'd there this ill form'd ſqualid birth, 

And mid'ſt the jargon of diſcordant ſounds 
She call'd the beardleſa, uncouth monſter, Hunneric : | 
And ſhall this ſavage violate her charms } © © 
Save her, ye gods )—qht t fave the Romah name” (nods 
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No eagle darting down the flaughter'd field 


olan carnage tew'd with mangled la, 
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More ſwiftly bends its talons to the prey, N 
Than ſhall my fword deal thunderboits | 
'Whene' 


wiſhes for its aid. 
Max mos. 


' Bur art hon wert e deer Mü 
Nor coward heart in thy ſelected band ? 


TEAULISTA. ... 

There's tet e ms but what wind ber ie Ben, 
-Or meet the tyger growling from his den, | 
By hunger urg'd to prow! for human prey. 

When Czfar's dial marks meridian day, 
They'll ſpring to action at the trumꝑ of war; 

As the train'd ſteed who ſnuffs the northern air 
Leaps through the crowd, and leaves the winds behind. 


Maxmvs. | 
| Have they ne'er trenibled at an emperor's frown, | N 
Nor felt the ſervile homage of a'flave ? IS x 
Will not the valiaut arm grow fick and Hag, BA | 
And the droop e en in thy hn 3 ** 
— Velentiotan's brat * * | 
Niete. 1 
Have I not (worn by Marv's fiery ſward, 
The redden'd ſymbol of the Scythian faith, 
To aid thee to ayenge thine injur'd love? WY 
Not Caſca's arm e er gave a ſurer blow © 4 
Than h Trauliſta's. | * 7 , - 
Mamu. ; 
The great Triumvirs of the world have fall*'n _ 
By weaker hands than thine—thou art my Cafiug— 
But I fear Gaudentius—he's of a ſofter mould 
Humane and tender—though a valiant prince; 
He feels the ſofteſt paſſion for Eudocia. 


TRAULISTA. 


«a w» SACK OP ROME. 
|  TRAULISTA- 
He feels no pang but for Eudocia's fake ; 

Vet jealouſy has wak'd a war within; \ 

Reſentment, love, and rage, by turns diſtraRt, ®y 

2 
MAXIMUS. 


Will he o'ercome this painful ſtruggle 
In a noble breaſt i—Can he renounce her charras ? 
When filial tears are leagu'd with juſt revenge, 
When duty, fame, and glory combat love, 
Will the fond lover act the hero's part, 
And ſnatch the princeſs from a rival's arms, 
Mid'ſ blood and ſlaughter, and the freſh grown yews 
His ſword may ſtrew around her father's tomb? 


 *FRAULISTA. 

— now's the time, before his paſſions cool. 
X MASINUS.. 

Will Valentinian venture to the ſports 2 


TRAULISTA. wo 


A choſen cohort added to the guards. 


MAXKXIMUS. 


——— oa 


Not all the legions of the weſtern world 
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8 e EN E IV. 


,EUDOCIA ad PLACIDIA. 


EvuDocia. 


Aras: enn 
Nor ſtartle thus, een at a quiv ring leaf: 


The downy pillow gives me no repoſe, * 

And ſlumbers fly from the ſoft filken couch; 

Ill boding terrors ſhake the gilded roof; 

Methinks I hear a diſtant din of arm 
——alarm——and ſhouts | [Shouts without. 
As though from heaven's battlements were burſt 
2 


PLACIDIA. 
Another ſhout—TI fear ſome fignal blow : 
This early morn, ag fleep forſook my lids, * 
I from my ſaw Trauliſta haſte ; 
Two chiefs led on a choſen band, , 
So like Thuringian blood hounds in their geſtures, 
I trembled at the ſight ; yet as they paſs'd 
I caught a ſignal meant to be canceal'd, _ © 
A hoarſe, low, hollow voice growl'd from the aaf, 
% Haſte to the Campus Martius. 


EupDocia, 
Ah ! what new ſhock }—the tumult bends this way— 
Oh | Valentinian | [The noj@ rows wear. 
Würm. 


The furious multitude ruſh towards the palace ; 


I hear (hay legions Hovd--lag Ure the Emperor 
nne 


* 


ir 
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Evupocia. 

Undone—undone forever | 
Where is our father ?—Oh |! where the good Edcalst 
And midſt the group of miſery and woe 
Would heav'n permit—ah ! where is my Gaudentius ? 
[GavpenTIUs bes ſuddenly into the Palace—Soldiers and 
Guards in tumuli Toithout. ] 

 GavvenTiVs. 

He's here, my princeſs—be guards the fir Eudocia— 
Protects her life trom every ruffian hand, | 
. Nor fate again ſhall ſnatch her from mine arms. 


[ 


. Evvpocta. 
Oh! leave a wretch abandon'd to her fears. 


GavpexTIVSs. 
What | leave Eudocia midſt this furious ſtorm . 
Name it no more—death ſtalks abroad, 
And vengeance. lifts his arm but Heaven forbid 
That innocence ſhould feel the dread effects 


Of cruelty and guilt. 9 
Evpocia. 


If er thou lov di pity touch thy ſoul— 
Fly hence to ſuccour Rome, and ſave my father. 


GannenInes. 
Thy father !—he had a friend whoſe arm 
Yes, Ætius was his friend—Oh | Etius. 


a Evupocia. | 
1 can ſt thou reproach Eudocia, 

And chill her with the terror of a name 

That rives her inmoſt ſoul with guilt and horror? 


GAUDENTIUS. e 


| Forgive me, princl . 
ö _ Eupocia- 


—— — 


* 


* 
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ty 4538 EvuDocia. 
Oh ! Gaudentius— 
Could my poor life atone—my clay cold corſe N 
I'd lay on Ætius tomb ſprinkle his urn— 
Refreſh his memory with the laſt purple drop 
That warms to love, the heart of thy Eudocia. 


GAUDENTIUS. . 

Pardon the tranſports of my filial breaſt, 
That pours its ſorrows o'er a father's tomb ; 
Great AMtius's virtues juſtly claim. | 
A tributary tear from half the world. 

Eupocta. | 

Had'ſt thou a marble heart, or ſtoĩck ſoul, 
Unmov'd at aught the deſtinies decree, - 
Though death cut down the hero, father, friend, 
I'd ſpurn a wretch that mock'd theſe tender names 
Back from my ſoul to ravage the wild woods. 
But ſay, what tale hangs on —— 
Thou durſt not name ? 

2 GAUDENTIUS. 

If fate commands, and wraps both in a ſhroud, 

We muſt forget that e'er our fathers liv'd. 


Evpocia. ER 
, Hah | parricide |! 
Maſt thou the death of Atius aveng'd ? 
What ! durſt thou lift thy ſacrilegioys band, 
And hurl a blow that fevers me forever © 
From thine arms ? then come. with this bold front 
And ſubtle tongue, to lay thy ſword © 
Wet with her father's blood, at his Eudocia's feet ? 
| GAUDENTIUS. get. 
Not gll the wrongs I ſuffer'd from thy fire, BE. 
Nor yet the vengeance that my own demand, a 
"3; Could 
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But Maximus 
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Could urge my arm to aim an impious blow 
That might a moment interrupt thy peace? 
F EvuDoOCia. | 7 

What of the traitor Maximus ? 

( tro. 

, Ought never to Ardelia's wrongs. 
| © -Evpocta. ; 

Tell me the worſt—an I the only wretch 
nnn 

| " GavpexTIVs. 

Like the thrice nne 
Through the dark gloom of dreary night and horror, 
That falls and blaſts the cedar's lofty top, * 
The light'ning fell on Valentinian's head. 


EuUDOCIA. 
Frem ben Ke Wess bel that belck's the flame ; 


By jarring fiends the pointed ſword was whet, - 


| And thou waſt witneſs to the horrid deed.” 


(Ere earth ſhall fink beneath his guilty feet,) 

Like the twin ſiſters of misfortune lead, 

If yet the empreſs lives, to her apartment. | 

[The Princtfſer in an agory of grief retire —Exit Op- 
l 1103.J 
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And brighter aſpects tinge the weſtern ſkies ? 4 
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This day is big with omens of deſpair, | 
And ſome wild tumult rages loud abroad ; 
Each face is pale, and every eye's aſkance, | 
As wrapt in dark myſterious intrigue : - [ » 
That Maximus muſt meditate revenge : | 
There's not a doubt ; and w ſtrikes he 
»Twill be'a deadly blow—his diſdains 1 
A mean or vulgar ſtroke—and his bold ſpirit 
Shakes at no reſolve—yet "tis too ſoon 
To execate the deed—his | bot rage, 
Oh! Heaven !—juſt Heaven reſtrain ! 
Hah! who art thou that ent'reſt thus abrupt ? 
i [Lz0 enters baftily in diſguiſe. 
Diſguis'd, as if beneath a vizard, lurk'd 
Miſchief and treaſon—murder—guilt and death 
Lro. 

There is no time for leave of audience now; 
Haſte hence my empreſs—fly the palace gates 
Ere all the avenues are ſeiz'd by Maximus. 


EpoxIA. 
Is then the emperor ſlain ? 


* 


Am I the flave of Maximus? 


Forbid it aÞ ye powers of heaven and earth ! 


Lz0. 
Thy parks may be ſafe, if not a moment's loſt. 


EboxlA. 
What! like a timid fugitive to fly, 
And rove a friendleſs world from court. to egurt ? 
Though royalty is toſs d from gale to gale 
On fortune's fickle wing, the ſportive bubble, 
The plaything of her moſt capricious hour; 
Yet know, Edoxia dares g hold a throne, 
And has a ſoul to ſcourge a traitor's guilt. 
= E 2 Name 
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Name thou the firſt who ſtruck the impious blow 
That ſhakes the glory of the imperial crown, 
He'll feel what vengeance tis my arm inflicts. 
Leo. 
rr led the band the cohorts join'd— 
Trauliſta waited at the Campus Martius, 
Till Valentinian enter d. 
The fierce barbarian ſtruck his helmet off, 
And, ſwift as lightning, fell an hundred blows ; 
His trembling ſoul eſcap'd without a groan ; 
The army and the Gothic princes cry d 
Long live the emperor, Petronius Maximus. 
[4 | Epoxi1a. 
*Forſook—betray'd—and widow'd in an hour! 
Alas | my daughters where are the lovely maids > 
my Eudocia and Placidia ſafe, 
Or are the charms of innocence and worth, - 
Of virgin beauty, piety, and truth,. | 
This ſport of Gothic ſlaves ? [ Enter Princeſſes. 
— Ah ! my Placidia! 
This tender woe becomes thy filial eye: 
Alas, Eudocia !—lovely in thy grief ; | 
I can no more than ſighs and tears beſtow, % 
*Tis all I have to lend my hapleſs children. 
_ Evpocia 
Lend not a ſigh to me—1 am too wretched— 
But ſpare thy tears for thoſe who may be bleſt. 
Epoxia. 
My tears for thee can never ceaſe to flow ; 
Yet tears are but unſeemly gifts indeed, 
And ill become the ſoft hymenial hour. 
This was the day, by ſolemn promiſe made 
His noble fire—Gaudentius might have claim'd 


. 
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His lovely bride, and ſeal d his nuptials 
With the fair Eudocia. 


EUpoctia. 
Name him no more— -— 

Let me forget that e er I was belov'd. 

Epoxla. 

Theſe tears indulge, to bathe his ſacred urn, 

And while they trickle o'er thy blooming cheek, 

Water the willows round thy father's tomb, 

Till the brave veteran Ætius ſhall chace | 

The bold Petronius from the imperial throne. 


| EvDocia. | _ . 
Ah! Adu Ob happy Rome, u an- had fre. 


Epox. 
Had Ztius liv'd !—Joft gods ! what means Eudocia 2 
Has the monſter flain the noble Ztiu$, * 
And dals d ſo high the mounts of death around, rl 6 
That juſtice cannot neee £71 * v9 


EvUDocia. 8 K 
Great Ætius is dead ſpare me the reſ, 


Nor from my bleeding breaſt the ſtory wring, 
Foz. . 

I'm loſt and wilder'd in this mazy path ; 15 

What furious fiend preſides this awful day ! 

On every ſide ſome ſpectre ghaſtly grins T 

Through floods of reeking gore, and beckons down | 

To Hades“ dark, benight diſmal ſhore, - * 


— — 


* 


N OW what am -an emperor— 
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Happy 


Whoſe reign began and ended in a day! 
My vengeance now's cotnplete ; but where” my peace ? 
Oh ! could I leave the world of Roman ſlaves, 


y envy'd king, 


Exil'd to Italy's moſt diſtant bounds, 
Reſume that life of innocence and eaſe 


Which bleſs'd the noontide of my happier days, 
When my Ardelia's ſmile crown'd alt my bli& 7 


But ah! her name——— 


Wakes all the baleful paſſions of my ſoul. 


If Valentinian's grim and ghaſtly ghoſt 
Still wanders here, and can be more accuts'd, 


Let mad Alecto's furious fiſters join 


To make his woes complete—and doubly damn'd, 
Let him look through the dank and diſmal ſhades, 
Of night and death—in anguiſh let him ſee 

His rival riot in Edoxia's arms. 


-a ſplendid wretch— 
Perch'd on the blood ſtain'd ſummit of the world. 
Search through each horrid wild of dreary woe, 
From Tyber's ſtream to Danube's frozen banks, 
From fair Hetruria to the Hyrcanian wood, 

Or blacker foreſts of Carpathian gloom, 

There's not a culprit fo completely curs'd— 

- Tortur'd in pomp—in tenfold miſery plung d, 
And torn with guilty greatneſs, as myſelf. 


% 
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Enter Lno. 
My friend—my faithful Leo. 
Lao. 
I am the friend of Rome, and of Petronius— 
Of law—of juſtice—and the rights of man— - 
nnn ITIES: 


MAXIMUS. 

Is the imperial family ſecure ? 

Let not the ſmalleſt diſreipect be ſhewn. 
Or to the empreſs, or her royal houſe. 
Lzo. 

Edoxia ſits like ſome majeſtick oak; 
Or fairer cedar; that o'ertops the hills, | 
Strip'd of its leafy robes—ſhook to the rot, 
By the rude tempeſt, or autumnal blaſtFy * 

The ſtorm ſublides, the naked branches huſh'd, 
Silent and ſtill, demand a pitying tear 

From ev ry way wors traveller's weeping eye; 
Who us d to reſt beneath its friendly ſhade. , 


| Maximus. | 
The wheel of fortune, rapid in its flight, 
Lags not for man, when on itzgſwift routine; 
Nor does the goddeſs ponder unreſolv d: 
She wafts at once, and on her lofty car, 
| Lifts up her puppet—mounts him to the ſkies, 
Or from the pinnacle, hurls headlong down, 


The ſteep abyſs of diſappointed hope. 
Thus the firſt ſtroke ſucceſsful— — _.. 


A beardleſs Goth huzza'd, * Petronius reigns 1'* 


The faQtious legions caught the feeble ſound ; 


And the ſame moment ſaw the imperial robes 


Torn from one-emperor, and another made, 


Without a murmur from dna x 


„ % 
* 


we. 


Muſt bind it faſt on Maximus s bro w-. 
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Borne through the crowd—till to the palace brought, 
*r 85 
Lz0- | ; 
The faithful minion taught a-thoutand wounds, 
Aim'd at his maſter by Trauliſta's band ; — - 
Hie curs'd alternate, heaven, himſelf and thee,, 
And nals an hero, though he'd liv'd a ſlave. 


MAxXIMUS. 
Then dad © eG , 
Let not a drop of Roman blood be ſpilt: 
And now, I have another game to play ; - 
Edoxia muſt be mine—her hand I'll ſeize»... 
Her heart I leave till time may do its work 1 
By a long line of anceſtry, a queen, | | 
Her regal title tothe imperial crown . 
« * 5. by <9 Art ters tr”, 
She erw life's rae Saran A 
Looks calmly down, and Vids the waves roll on - 
Tin the laſt ſurge ingulphs her weary head. 
_ Yet this new ſcene may ſhake her firm reſolve, - 
rern e e 
__ ' Maxnivs. mA an 
Repair to her—if poſſible perſuade 


Vet fix'd as fate is Maxlmtts b Will er 1 


e keen eee e der b e 
Or her indignant ſoul ſhould bürtt with rage, 
| Yet ere tonforrow's fun deſcends the vale, ' 5 
And hides behind yon weſtern burniſh'd hill, 

Our hands are join'd by wedlock"s facred tie ; 

It muſt be ſo, or I'm but half aveng d. © [Exit GL Ao. 
Ra WTI 
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A thouſand pangs beneath a purple robe ; F WV 
re ed em e eee 1 . | 
And give the lie to ſplendid pomp without. kat. —— 

— 7 
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V HERE ſhall I fly ?—to what ſequeſter d 
Where the world's diſtant din no more alarms, | 4 
Or warring paſſions burſt through nature's tie - 
And make mankind creation's fouleſt ſtain. | 
Horror and guilt ſtare wild in every eye 
Freedom extinguifh'd in the fumes of « 
Bleeds freſh beſide Rome's long expiring fame ; 
Virtue's become the rude barbarian's jeſt; 
Barter'd for gold, and floating down the tide 
Of foreign vice, ſtain'd with domeſtick guilt : 
Oh! could L hide in fome dark hermitage, © + 
Beneath ſome hollow, diſmal, broken cliff, 2 
- I'd weep forlorn the miſeries of Rome, A "+; 
Till time's laſt billow broke, and left me quiet | 
On the naked ſtrand. —{ Eater Lzxo.}J—Ah! Leo, 
Durſt thou be ſtill the friend of ſad Edoxia ? 
Haſt thou the courage yet to viſit grief, 
And ſooth a wretch by ſympathetick tears + 
And reconcile me to the name of man ? | 
Can'ſt ſhew me one leſs cruel than the tyger 
Nurs'd in the wilds, and feaſting on the flelk | 
Of all but his own ſpecies ? 
This predilections left to man alone, 1 
To drink and riot on his brother's blood. 


* 
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e i + Bil 
r RE NET oaNy 
Thy lenient hand alone, 7 
EDox1A. 4 
Lzo. 


Tis thou my empreſs, who muſt ſtop the tide 
That threats the deluge of the Roman world; 
The jarring factions that tear up the ſtate - 
Thyſelf muſt quell, and reconcile— 

FEpo ria. 

Inſult not my diſtreſs. 

Leo. * 

The emperor Maximus 

| kpoxta. 

Whole name ſtrikes daggers through my ſhivering ſoul 
2 : 
Demands an audience. | 

EDoOXxIA. 
Speak not a word my ſoul diſdains to hear. 
IL. 
n 


Epoxia. 
Ah! what is Rome to me 


- Epoxia.. 
1 have no country. IS 
What's life, or empire, or the world th me 1 
Lav. 
Yet be. - Maximus reſolves, 


bs ' Epox1a: | - 1 
And art thou come to foe for Maximus, > 


Whoſe blacken'd Toul, blown up by fierce antbition, 


Aſſumes the reins, and drives the courſer on, 
With furious paſſion and unbridled luft 2 


And thence to me-convey'd—a gen tous ftream 
That animates and warms Edoxia's heart, 
Shall ne'er be tainted by a baſe ſubmiſſion. 
4437 TI. Ae 
Impatiently, he waits thy laſt rep.. 
4451 4 oo ER e ge 5% 
Tell him I'm not the coward fool he thinks; 
That guilty graptaghd has [meſhotes fx griof's | 
I ſcorn his Wann. 
Lito. 
Yet ae yel—thu on we endl es, 
Gan 
EKbo xa. 
Tell him, a traitot's heart, thoagh leid 
By adulation's baſe perfume, has not a hand 
Teufen | 


* 
- 
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LEO nc 1 
And therefore needs thy aid, nen een! 
Both to ſecure and dignify-the throne: 263.2 1 (444 & 1800 
Eporia. | 
This inſolence from thee the pious LA - 
My n. | 
I thought thy ſoul caft,ja a purer mould A 
Above the belle ingwpat thus to count.» hong 
vel, for a tyrant s mile. 
e wretch—go fawn on thy new meer! 
Tell is once, Edoxia dares to die. 
120. a 
Forgive this boldneſs Alas! could I ok fron, 
Or ſerve thy noble houſe, there a not a taſk / 
Edoxia could impoſe, this aged arm L. in. 
Unnerv'd by time and grief, . ö 
2 121 
To reaſon down the tempeſt of the north, 
Or lull the maddening hurricane to reſt, 
As to perſuade when Maximus reſolves. lod cs r / 
Oh! would kind ated \- e Gon from the 


ford. 
Still nd fome may to bleſs nnd ke thr happy 
; « Engatha.ca. « * | 


Softens reſentanent, which thy zeal inflam'd : E 


Foes og h Bra 


ſay, is Rome ſo alyet gr mg.. 
debas d, that ee E 


. To ſtab his prince, and boldly cha age 
To his i impious bed, the wife of his 


Taff ; 8.7 dr. $-1 l - * i] 
A n com $23 | el 
* [ 


213 & mal FIT 


* 


is Sex Gr ROWE. 'S 


Has Rome for chis ſb oftefi" fought and conquer"? | 12 

Has the beſt blood the Raman name can Bbaſt, «y 

Redden'd the Tyber with ita dap Ricki, 

To purchuſe freedom by the fwift perdition © 

Of every bold invader, from Tarquin's Nr 0 

To the mort fatal day; when guitty' Maximus 

Aſum'd the purple Ny dunderg ren,, 

And ſtreams irruptive, bluſt a wretch like him 

Or ſheets-of livid flare envrap EKdö nan 

From his hated fig r.. oh yr OT 

Go on and bear this anſwerto thy lord. [ExirLro. 
Thou-great-firſt 'cauſe, n 

And rends with mighty peale, theidirken'4 rr: 

Light up the ſkies ace bluzeFroms wotrh s. + ei CF 

Thy vengearice pour co-cealplicted ex err. 


re CONCTS bloed 4 — 


1 * * + © 
eee — IS 4 


* - 


8 „S. e * . K 


Haie — rej + 
My nnn me from her arme? 
1 

— whe, 1 {+ 7 1) 11/7 
She wept, regardleſs of thy n 1 2 
+l — —-—-—⅜ © * a3 > 
She ſtarted wild, as if deſpair;awoke; ! -- w 271 1 
And rav'd, and ſob d, en imprecated death :* wh 
At laft, collettey in qujeſſick pride. 11 4 at 


ew YC ONTI 


She drew a poignard from beneath her obe, 
And ſolemn ſwore, in moſt indignant ftrains, *1 
It you preſum d to ſpeak to her of love, . 
Its point transfix'd ſhoyld ſend her to the grave, 
Mews wages Br 7 A Oe boa ns vi. 
| [Scene apens and diſcovers KDOEIA. 
* | Emer MAXIMUS and LEO. | 
Marne. 1 
| 1 aſh thy hand, and clans thes as wy quetn— 
n, 11 rofangens 
| Foot. 91 
And moſt an eee hab outrage— | 
Theſe ſtingy of ie ?—Shall a villein's kand- | L 
Drag to the altar--ſacrifice my m  ' ” 
To each black paſſion that deforms the foult _ 
Re 6 


Mazxuvus. 
Did luſt of eiiie, or of fame dds 
Thus bid me urge the fair Edoxia's kad warren 
Ambition, Mar proud fource uf human woe, 
| Thou might ſt ſuſpect had puſh'd my purpoſe on: 

But though the luſtre of a crown allures, 

Ao) Sali ew RN Noe 

Juſtice alone, and love of virtue warms, - 

My arden heart, and animateajnty arm. | l tht 
Epoxia. 
R ' 

A facrilegioug mum er talk of virtue: 
Thou know'ſt not what it means—an heart like thine 
pre- ee thors «off nene 
Of the heavenly flame copld ce exift © / 1 8:7 a 
In corrupted brait-blownl- by tuft - 
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THE'SACK OF ROME! 


Revenge—ambition—death— 

——ůů—ů— ̃ — 

Thou (till would'ft heighten rl 

And make his Wie u partner in thy guilt. 
Martius. 

Would wound ſo chaſte an ear ;—falfe to his 

And faithleſs to thy bed, he * = once 


The empreſs and myſelf; - 


Him, I forgive——— -. - 

But not the aſſaſſim of my injur'd lord; | 
Oh! let me fy from thee, and from pendtion. 

Mazxmws. 

My deftiny impell'd again my will; * 
My evil genius and my fate combin'd ; $4 
Nor will I now recede and yield a throne. - 
Thy wiſdom, grace, and dignity of ſoul, ' + 
Commend rafgell; aink dene.imp ta thy charms x” * 
I. aſk thy aid to extirpate from Rome 


1 
* ” 


W + - 
* 


Injutiee— iss ind anarchy and coimes.. | — \ 


My gracious princeſs, ſovereign, queen and wife, 
Reign a in M @nE grace the imperial tone, » 
 Epox1a.. 
Thy perfidy thou think I is made ſecure 
By pluaging Ztius in the general wreck ; 


Have pluck d the ſceptre, ſtained by thy touch: 
Yes, if through Rome there was a Romas left - 
As brave as Aus, the diadem 
Would of itielf drop off, 

From thine imperious brow. . 


P'a: Maxntus, 


#; 
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MAXIMUS. = > iy 
Does not the empreſs know who marder'd mu. — 


[70 Lgo. 
And that Petrogius would avenge his death } RET S 


Leo. 
The bloody deed had not yet reach'd her ears 


When, * ſell. 
Epox1A. 


ubs ho Knows the ub 8A | 
The proud uſurper of the vacant throne, 

Who dares aſpire to Valentinian's bed; 

But witneſs, all ye powers of earth and heaven, 

Ere my ſoul bends to ſanctify the deed, 

Or yields à victim to this bold offence, 

+ The horrid void beneath the Tarpeian rock 

Shall firſt be fed by all the Anician race. 


— 


Maxis. 
earn n ö 
Before the wood lark hails the morning dawn, 
Or early matins call the virgins forth - £ 
To chant their lays—the empreſs is my bride— 
Then time and love ſhall ſoften by degrees, 
Tin Lethe lends forgetfulneſs to grief. 


[Li Maxmus and 120. 
Epox. 
Ye gods !—where am 17 
Shall I be aw'd by Maximus s frown | da" 


To ſtain the glory of the Horatian name ? 
Alas |—ye patriots of ancient fame— 
Where are the youth, whofe glorious fathers 4d 
To ſave the commonwealth ? 

Ariſe l ye ancient, venerable ſhades, 


THE-SACK OF ROME. 


Who bravely fought for liberty and Rome : 
Aſſiſt my frre Wn AMT 
Some dreadful deed of horrid deſperation. _ tend SAT 
I ſwear by hie ho thanders in. the hive, it 15d 
By him who thunders in the vaulted ſkies, 1 
And downward poiuts the artillery of Heaven, 
Till worlds diffalve beneath his dreaded 
The moſt diſtinguiſh'd vengeance ſhall befall 1 
The Retak world, for Jo's ths, * ben 


AT 


— ůů— - 


* 
z n 


SCENE, . 5 


GAUDENTIUS awRUDOCIA. 


83 * j : 


Te a ned attic 
around 


And threat the bands of each domeſtick joy, ' 
Yet innocence and truth ſhould ceaſe to wer z 
"Tis guilt RF TRRY GO LOIN Wee. 


Eupocis. - 3 1602 
My native land diftain'd with Reman blood Lett, 
Warm from the veins of patriots and 'kings— 
A father flain—a mother's tender woe * v6 
Her virgin daughters weeping by her fide” | + 
Add flings.to pain, and poignancy to grief. 
Saures. | | 
Let Angels quan cd cata thy ruffled bree; Sts 
Let love and virtue cheer thy drooping foul ; ; 8 
— rn 14 
Evpocia. 


* 

of y 

— 
* Bo 

— 
« 
. „ 
* 


Evpocis. 


Talk e eres is de irapetial ban! * 
The hand, the dark affaſmating hand, 4 
That pierc'd th” unguarded Heart es 

Has murder d all his rate hah ! Gaudentius ! 
| * [GavpaenTivs ml, and turns pale. 
Why thus Gaudentius, at Valentinian's name? 
A name vie once rever d, and call'd his friend—. . 
Is it a probe that touch'd a ſecret wound 2 
 GAUDENTIUS. 
My love—ary grief—ay fears— 
A ſudden illneſs that will ſoon ſubſide. 
Evupocia. 
_—___ _ GavDEnTIVs. | 
For all my ſoul holds dear beneath the ſtar 


rr 
EvuDocia. | 
Is there a latent cad, this moment wak'd, han 
To deut Fodocia's love | 1 E 
' -Gavomnrivs, © © x 


Thy deep dejeftion—thy. too curious eye 
A brow o'ercaſt with ſomething like a frown, 
Ne'er ſeen before, where ſweetneſs fits enthron d, 
And ſoft complacence has been-us'd to ſmile, 
8 Coo eg 

| Evpoci =» 

Doe thine own conftionge fllejand whiljer peace; 
And art thou ſure that ald ſecurewithin ? "Us 
I much ſuſpect, thy friend, Traulifta, 
Is a ſecret foe—and that his hoflile hand; , 
Oft ſteep d in blood—fierce as the vulture's fang, 


0 


— 


Was not inactive on that fatal day, 8 
When the remorietefs dead mow'd -n as grafs = 
The faithful friends to Valentinian's houſe. % J 
Bo Heaven fri, erer Gent 

A good, a generous, noble minded ; |; | 


o 
= 
— — — — — 


___ Gavbantivs. 

Oh f leave me got, my princeſs, thus" ſhſpeBted. | 
EvDocia. 

If thou art guilty, own thy crime at once ; 
A poor defence will make thee doubly ſo. 
If the ſeaſt guilt contaminates thy ſoul,, 28 
My own would ſhare by hearing thy encuſe ; 2 
I ſee thee not till time reſtore thy fame ; Aae 
r 
Den ee | 
Wo er Dr —Y 
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TRAUEISTA a AV DENTIVS, 


Tae. ö PEP 
W. HY does my friend wear that of Apet op 


4 — — - 


| 
| 
4 
| 


| Dead to the ſoft ſenſations of the ſoul— 
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Brace up thy nerves, and fence about thy breaſt, 
And ſcorn the boon of pity from a girl—- 7 
A haughty—ſtubborn—ſolemn Roman maid. 


9 F GavvpznTiVs. 2 
A heart like thine—infenſible to love. 


Only to fierce Bellona's voice awake - 
Though all the ſex were offer d to thy choice, 
Knows not the joy, nor feels the tender pang, 

Fear may. excite, or expectation raiſe. gs. 


TRAULISTA. 
What haſt thou got by all thy love fick dreams? 
Go ſhew the mighty Goths thy baby _ 
And fee if one would know it was Gaudentius. 
Who fought and conquer d on the Danube s banks ; 'v A 
Tell them you've whin'd for more than twenty moon 
Creſt fallen, figh'd before a puling chit, 


The daughter of thy moſt inveterate be 3 — 881 s ; I 
The murderer lee Ax . WA 
| GAUDENTIVS.. 1* 1. IC 

But he's aveng'd— „ 


And, like the frighted hare, 8 
Suſpects me an accomplice, charg*d me home, 
With treaſon, murder, parity ane Noog. | 


| TRAULISTA. : 


Come, be thyſelf again nor longer baſk ST 

Upon the ſilken, downy w_ of hope; — 
Leave her to ſigh, and whiſper to the winds— 
Elſe ſnatch by force, and bear her o'er the wilds + 
Through growling foreſts—hideous; broken cliffs, 
And frozen ſeas—to Scythia's:icy bank,, 
Where rugged winds pour from the brindled north. |, = 

* 1 | Adown ' 


Tn sack OF ROME.” 


Adown the mountain's brow—a blaſt may cool 
The tranſports of thy love. : 


Guru vrus. 


Heaven blaſt a wretch, whoſe fierce barbarick heart 


Would violate in thought ſo chaſte'a fame— 
A purity allied to heaven itſelf. 


Alas ! the charms that have ſubduꝰd my heart 


n e 
- -  TwavtiorTa/ - * tis 


Think thee of Bleda's hoſpitable dames, 
Won without wooing—thine without a ſigh ; 
But if ye chooſe to wanton in the weſt, 
And hang upon the dimpled ſmile of love, 
A day, perhaps, or lefs, brings on the ſcenes © 
That level all the bars round birth abd beauty, 
Or innocence and elevated worth. 

Thou may'ſt be ſafe e en in the imperial court, 
Till ſurfeited with thoſe Italian ſmiles : 


Then why profanely gh for charms divine ? W 


7 


any 


| The blue ey'd mountain maids of Caucaſus, 187 


(Who, once allur'd by native, artleſs charms,) 
Call back thy ſighs to nature's utmoſt 
The bolder beauties of the northern world. 


'GavpenTIVs. | 


Forbear, Trauliſta—nor ſport thus with my paig. -47 


TRAULISTA.::. > a £44 47 


Come then, erect the ſcymitar of Mars, 
And twang the bow ſtring at the trumpet's ſound. .. 


 GavDanTIUs. s. 


Go, 3 
That I did not ſtrike - that ber fair image, 
Hoveriag round his head, held back my hand 


Vail cs Repell'd 


— Wc —_ ws ˙ oa 
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e 
* 
TaavlisrA. 

ibn ade 
But half reſolv d, and trembling at thyſelf : 
Yes, I will ſee Eudocia is inform d, 

She's made a paltroce of a nodie_ prince. 

M6 bs A eee 
That will not fail to reach a villain's heart, 1 
And let the venom out that rankles there. 

[Lays bis hand on bis feoerd. 
TRAULISTA. | 

For this I love thee—come on and try its mettle— 
I fear'd thou had'ſt forgot who was thy ſire, , 
And that the luſtre of his burniſh'd blade, * 
Wielded by him in many a hardy field, 

Had hurt the opticks of the gentler fon 


Df noble Ztius. 
GAUDENTIUS. * 
Draw and dd thyſelf. — Draws) 
TRAULISTA. 


| What hall 1 tell Eudocia, when ſhe chides, | 
If I ſhould ſcratch, or let out Roman blood ? / hh) 
GavpenTIVUs. 
The empreſs comes—forbear—1, on the morrow, 
— 
TRAULISTA. mY 


"The morrow may have other work to do ; GESS 


This day ſhall tilt thee ſwiftly out of time, 
ir thoy art weary ef thy A chain. - is} 
Fa 8 63+ | SET {av Taavizera: 


* 4 4 
d _ 4 oy Enter, 
* * . ” 


* 


* 
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Emer E BOXIA. 
| Epoexia. 
My ſon—my friend injur'd friend et, 
Canſt thou forgive the noble Atius death? 
Thou lov'ſ Eudacja with the pureſt lame : 
Remember Valeatinian was her fire, 
mn 
WWauromertos. 

e en 

Eudocia holds my fortune and my fate. | 
; ___ - Eroxia. 

I know thou'rt noble, generous and juft, 
And not lefs brave than Ztius thy fire ; 
He worte a fword, he dar'd to draw 
In injur'd virtue's cauſe nor fear d the hw 
Of tyrants or of kings—it is thy birthright, 
Durſt thou graſp it hard, and boldly venture, 
For Eudocia's ſake, to extricate 
Her mother from the arms—the hated bed 
Of an uſurper of her father's thrane ? 


GAVDENTIUS. 
There's nought, true-courage S brave todo, 
Or virtue juſtifies, or honour calls, 
But what I dare attempt. * * 
But if it mars the N of Rom 0 


| EDOXIA. 

The peace of Rome is an ideal bing: 
Loſt in the tide of every ſhameful vice, 
Rapine and blood; and violence and luſt 
But mock the ſtory. of her ancieut fame. 
Canſt thou a moment balance in the ſcale 
mn 


£ 


A 


With 
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With all the luſtre that adorns a'crown ? 
Eudocia gives an empire with her hand. 
GAUDENTIUS. 

# My ſword—my ſervices—my life are thine— 
7 Ambition burns, and love and glory join— _ 
"Yet name no taſk that more diſtrafts my country. 
| Epoxta. 
_—: Then thou canſt ſee the empreſs bath'd in tears, 
Drag d by Petronius to the ſacred altar— - | 
-Compell'd to be his bride—the fair Eudocia, 
| 0 But a moment lent, to dry the filial tear, 
| Ere ſhe's compell'd to wed his worthleſs heir-? 
 ,GavpenTiVs. 
=; Not all the powers of earth, or hell combin'd, 
Shall rob me of my wife, my lov'd Eudocia. 
Epoxi1a. | 
Wilt thou apply to Genſeric—may friend 
GAUDENTIUS. 

A dangerous expedient indeed— 

A faithleſs friend—a treacherous ally. 

| EpoxiA. 

The time forbids evaſion, or excuſe | 
Admits of no delay—my purpoſe is i 
Irrevocably fix'd.—Say, wilt thou, 

At the port of Oſtia, meet Genſeric— 
Bear him my ſignet—bring him on to Rome ? 


GAVUDENTIUS. — 
Not for the golden treaſures of the eaſt, 
. Or all the wealth the tempting world beſtows ; 
No, though Eudocia were the bright reward, 
Could I betray the capitol of Rome, 
And fell my country to the Vandal king? 


Epoxia 


* 


0 
” 
* | , 
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_ Epoxta. 
Wilt thou betray the mother of Eudocia, 
And blaſt my hopes of moſt ſevere revenge ? 


GAUDENTIUS. 

Though great din wreagh mack greater maſt thou fray 
If Genſeric's rapacious brutal hoſts 
Should enter Italy—my ſovereign forbear, 
And like the gods, benignantly torgivey, . 
Nor let reſentment kindle up anew 
The flames of war ; nor introduce in Rome, 
Thoſe ſavage, hoſtile gueſts to riot there, 
To ſubjugate the ſtate—ſubvert thy houſe, . 
To extirpate 5 
And triumph o'er the Weſt. 

. EDOXxIA. 

'Tis done] fear'd thy tardy ſpirit— 
The laſt remains of patriotick virtue, . 
So like a glow worm in a ſtormy night, | 
It twinkles but to ſhew the fable hue 
By nature worn through all the midnight gloom. 

A truſty meſſenger, I therefore ſent— *' 
The winds have ſped, and brought him back to Rome ; 
And ere Petronius dreams of danger nigh, 
Genſeric's thunder ſhakes the capitol. 


GAUDENTIUS. 
Thou haſt ſtruck deep—a ſure and deadly blow. 
Epox1A. 
The tangled lion can't eſcape the toils. 
GAUDENTIUS. 
Nor thou—nor Rome—nor all thy houſe, perdition. 
EDOXIA. 5 
Secure thyſelf, and leave the reſt to me. 


[ Trumpets without. 
GAUDENTIUS. 


* 


— D— 


16 THE SACK OF ROME. 


GAUDENTIUS. 
Hark | the ſhrill trump !—Genſeric's herald 
Cannot yet be nig 
Evox1a. 
. Like a brave friend, he inſtantly prepar'd 
To plant his banners round the towers of Rome. 
| GavpinTIVus. 
The ſenate—pggple—all the royal houſe, 
For laughter ripe, in its moſt dreadfal form 
Proud Rome the ſeat of arths, and arts, and fatne, 
Stands tottering on the verge of mighty ruin. 
A ſoldier's duty calls; I hafte away z 
Fate may do muck before we meet again; 
She has a buſy hand, and ſwiftly rides 
On revolution's wheel—Rome may be ſack d, 
And crowns and ſceptres tofs'd from ſhore to ſhore, 
Tranſplanted 28 
Cat — 
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A C 1 V. 


8 C E N =: 
The Stuart affembled in the Palace.—Enter an HERALD- 


HrRALD. ; , 


Tur Vandal king, now at the gates of Rome, 

Sends on an Herald to the magiſtrates, 
The conſuls, and the prefect of the city, * 
The army, ſenate, and the Roman people, 
Demand an audience in Edoxia's name, 
And offers terms, on which fam'd Rome may yield. 
To Genſeric, and his all conquering ſword. 

He comes to reſcue from the uſurper's arm, 
The remnant of the Theodoſian line; 
Chaſe from the throne the traitor Maximus, 
And ſave the daughter of his great ally; 
Give Italy a king of more reknown, 
Or change the ſeat of empire from old Rome. 

Sm ron. 

Tell mighty Genſeric, Petronius yields, 
Appall'd and frighten'd at his potent name. 
He left the city, ſick of life and empire; 
No more ambitious of the world's applauſe, 
He wiſh'd to hide beyond the rapid Rhine ; 
But fate forbad—@ bold Burgundian chief, 
Arreſted his career, and cleft him downy . 
Amidf the cries of citizens and friends, 
Of foes to Rome, and of Edoxia's flaves- 
His body, mangled by a thouſand wounds, 
Was thrown contemptuouſly from Tyber's _ 


TWS 
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SCENE. I. 


Opens and diſcovers the Citizens in great Confufion—Lx0 as 
the Head of a Proceſſon of Priefls, Senators and Nobles, 


meet GENSERIC in ä poftures, without the Palace. 


Leo. 


- Evoxia ſends all heatth to Genſeric, 
Her friend—her royal brother, and demands 
Protection for the imperial houſe : 

That no rough foot approach the palace gate, 
Or hoſtile arm to plunder, or invade, 
The royal daughters, or the wife of Cefar. 


GENSERIC. 

Tell her that Genſeric himſelf will haſte, 

To guard the princeſſes and Czfar's wife. 
Is. 

She begs repoſe after the furious ſtorm z 
And thy permiſſion to be left retir'd, 
To weep awhile the deſtiny of Rome ; 
To pour the balm of pity on the breaſt 
Of virgin ſorrow—to lift the drooping head 
Of undiſſembled grief—hung like the lily 
O'er the waſted vale—when the rough ſurge's 
Roaring deluge ſweeps down all around, 
Except the naked bloom—proplefs and weak, 
And quivering on the marge of the next tide— 
I e e eee ee 
From its natal fen. 


Gnnennte. | 
| Hymeniat longe muſt cheer theſe drooping -- 
They each ſhall chooſe a Goth or Vandal lord, , 
0 . & 1 And 
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And raſe the lineage of the Roman name * 
In the Warm grots 6f Afdrubal and Hanno, 
For which their anceſtors in Carthage bled, 
nr e 
Lao. 

Now thou art maſter of the Roman world, 
Let clemeney beſpeak thee more a king, 
Than all thy triumph o'er ſubjected Rome. 

Grneenrc. - k 

The multitude difarm'd—I leave their lives $ 
Plebeian flaves may tremble and retire ; 
But all of noble or patrician blood, 
Of ev'ry age and ſex, my priſoners. are: 

Go thou, and tell the empreſs to prepare, 
Firſt, to receive her fovereign in the palace— 


Then with her n REL him to Carthage. 
[Exeunt, 


———————_— mm — 


FE 3 + & 8 4% 
EDOXIA and LEO is the Imperial Palace. 
Lzo. 


Fon rox inguiphs thy family and throne, 
Beneath her ſhifting tide they re floating down, . 
And for thine houſe my ſoul in-anguiſh bleeds ; 
The capitol—thy crown and freedom loſt— 

Thy daughters ſeiz'd, Placidia borne away, 

And male the miſtreſs of a Gothic lord,  _ ” 

And Genſeric himſelf is near the palace, 11 

With hoſts of Vandals crowding in the rear. 
23 | Ep02314. 


& THE SACK OF ROME. 


EDoxIa: 

No more—death to my eyes—the tyrant comes 
The chains prepar'd—1I hear the ſhackles clank. 
Ariſe ye furies, from Tartarns' gulf, . 

And drag him peace meal, to the infernal ſhades. 
Emer GENSIRIc. 4 

Hah ! traitor, is it thus thou . meet" Edoxia ?. 
Rob'd of her crown—a homager to thee— - | 
Strip'd of her robes—her diadem and wealth, 

And rudely bid to quit my native clime, 

Still more to ſwell thy fierce and ſavage pomp : 
The princeſſes inſulted—and enſlav d 

By vulgar hands drag'd to the Vandal tent. 

Oh ! burſt my heart—and let my eye ſtrings break, 

Let furious billows ſwallow up his fleet, 
And darkneſs cover nature. in the wreck, 
Exe I obey, and ſee my houſehould train, 

sg at the feet of his triumphal car. 


GENSERIC: 
A milder tone becomes a captive queen, 
At whoſe requeſt invaded and ſubdu d, 
Rome — lies beneath her conquering lord... 


Epox1x. 
Ah l what a contraſt to the ——— 
Of Roman greatneſs—her illuſtrious fame. 


; GENSERIC.. 
Empire decays when virtue's not the baſe, 
And doom'd to periſh when the parts corrupt. 
EpoxIA. | 
My ſout's as hot with rage, remorſe, revenge, 
As are the Lybian ſands when Sirius reigns, 
Or the thrice heated ſummer ſolſtice burns. 


Sid 
GENSERIC. 
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| Sms. 

Then, to conſole and mitigate thy rage, 

I'll haſte to Tunis with the illuſtrious throng, 
Whess ee 
EDOXIA. - 

Oh! dreadful threat—ſeverer far than death. 
Where are the ſacred, celebrated ſhades, _. 
Who waſh'd the ſtains from chaſte Lucretia's fame 
In red libations from a-tyrant's heart— 
Oh ! ſhield Eudocia—ſnatch her from deſpair... ; 
Reſcue a hapleſs, chaſte, and friendleſs maid 
From baſe, abandon 4 proſtituted ſlaves !— 

rns 

Fix'd as the fates that roll th' etherial orbs, 

I now forbid a murmur, or a ſigh. 
» Evpoxm. 

Thou may't fopbid the morning fun to riſe 3 
Bid ocean ceafe'to lave the pebbled ſnore, 
Or Roman ſouls to m] with Vandal flaves, - - 
And be obey ese fights are HH d,, 
Or execrations ceaſe. 3 

| GunozRkic. * 

man Ee tre ns,” 
Den I IRNED 4 
], EEENgoS GS | 

EPDoxta. \ 

What | —  -—<JRJSrID 
To haſte from Rome to Africk's ſcorching realms, 
Where Tophet gapes and ſhughter's infants ery, 
By thouſands offer*& their infernal gods: | 
Jehovah | why do all thy thunders fleep— - 

While each black crime the demons perpetrate, 
ug 


GENSERIC, 
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GENSERIC. 
Slaves, haſten on, and ſeize your royal 2 
And guard her ſaſe to Carthagena's coaſt. 
EDOXIA. | | 
Down on my head th' avenging gods have pour d 
Each curſe the houfe of Hannibal could frame, 
Or vanquiſh'd Carthage utter in deſpair, 
For all the wrongs, oppreſſion, and diſgrace, 
By haughty Rome, inflicted on her ſons. 
Now ye ſtern ſouls, ye venerated ſhades, 
Heroes who fell on Zama's routed plains— . 
Look down and triumph, vengeance is compleat. 
Behold the laſt of the Horatian Hue, 
Sent to the margin of the burning plains, 
The tawny. front of Afric's blacken'd tribes, 
To ſtand an exil'd flave—to rave and weep 
The loſs of empire and the fall of Rome, 
Amidſt Numidia's ſands and footy ſons... 
But thanks to Heav'n, the empreſs.of the weſt - 
Has yet the means, and will an empreſs die. 
[ Draws à conceal. d ni,, — to ab berſelf. 
- Guns8grIC. 
Slaves, ſeize her hand—fſhe muſt not die 
*Twill half. defeat the triumph of the day. 
Epox. 
Enough of life and all life's idle pomp— 
Nor by a tyrant's fiat will 1 live— | 
I leave the buſy, vain, ambitious world 
.To cheat itſelf anew, and o'er and o'er 
Tread the ſame ground their anceſtors have trod, 
In chace of thrones, of ſceptres, or of crowas,. 
Till all theſe bubbles break in empty air, 
Nor leave a trace of happineſs behind. 


[Enox1a is led off in golden chains. 


SERIC - 


THE SACK OF ROME. 11 


GENnSERIC, from the Palace Gates, gives Orders to the Van- 


dal Troops. 

Down with the Roman eagles, ſtatues, templez, 
Monuments of fame—their trophies tear :— q 
Strip all the veſtments from their ancient gods— - 
Their pageant heroes level with the duft, 

And raſe their names from memory and time. 
The golden ſhrines and faintly relicks ſeize ; 
Both gilded bufts and roofs of bronze deſtroy ; 
The branches,. tables, candleſticks of gold, 

In oftentation .ſhewn by Jewiſh prieſts, 

And in triumphal pomp transfer'd to Rome, 


With all the treaſures of Zenobia's houſe, &- 


Palmyra's wealth, and Afia's ſpoils, ſecure— 

And teach the naked capital to weep, 

Her long arrearages to all mankind, 

For plunder'd nations, cities, kingdoms, climes. 
What has this mighty Roman name to boaſt 

*Tis time to rafe her from the liſt of nations, 

And blaſt the world-no more by Roman crimes— 

Then plead preſcription, as twas done by Rome. 
Break up their fountains, poiſon all their baths, 

Ere they contaminate the Vandal troops 

With ſoft, effeminate, luxurious floth > 

Ranſack each church, and pillage all the city, 

Nor leave a drachma round the ſeven, hills. 'S: 


10 IE sack or RON. 
s EN iy. 
HUNNERIC A TRAULIS TA. 


Hypuznac. 


Ir or ambition, wealth, or airy fame, 
Could ſooth to reft, my ſoul would be at eaſe ; 
But yet ſome ſecret heavinefs 1 feel, 12 
Ne'er felt before, that rankles at the heart, 
And blaſts the joys of victory and conqueſt. 


-  TxAviiata.. wth 
The world, ind all jp torres 65 commend 5 


Yet every motion of hy eye —. 1 
And when the ſpeaks, I like a ſtatue youu 
Unable eh, or to withdraw: 
eben . f 
Theſe Roman maids have ſome enchanting arts, 
That bend the: boldeſt warrior to their fmiles 3 
Yet they are not ſo cold as they may ſeem. 
HUNNERIC. 
She holds me by ſome faſcinating tie, 
Spite of my proweſs, or ſuperiour ſtrength : 
Did the celeſtial deities combine 
To furm her thus ?—Her image makes me hate 
The wanton beauties of our amorous clime. 
In her majeſtick preſence, I'm as tame, 
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As the young lambkin in the ſhepherd's cot ; 

I ſcarcely move me, leſt I ſhould offend ; 

It may be love—I fear it is— | 

Yet ſpurn it from my thoaght—yes, I adore, 

My worſhip is profound—my veneration ſuck 
m tenfold more a ſlave than is the princeſs. 


TRAULISTA. 
Perhaps, ſome darling favourite indulg'd, | 
May find Eudocia ſoft as yielding air, 
Though froꝛtn to the blandiſhments of love— 
Cold as the Scythian ſnows to thine embrace ; 
Yet I could let a fatal ſecret ont, . 
Would give a clue to wake her paſſions up. J 


HUNNERIC. 
Ah! fay Trauliſta; 
Half my booty ſhall be thy reward ; 
And fiſty captives of the faireſt dames 
Shall ſwell thy haram to the eaſtern ſtile. 


TRAULISTA. 

Know, all the ſex I equally deſpiſe ; 
And did ſome buſy demon wake a wiſh 
To toy and trifle with ſome matchleſs fair, 
I'd puff it off;—if I could bluſh, the thought 
Would burn my cheek. —Give me a Roman province, 
Or give an army to patrole the empire, 
To rid the world of their patrician pride, 
Or yet more turbulent plebeian blood, 
That has, for more than thirteen hundred years, 
Plagu'd all mankind with their ambitious fires. 


HuNNERiIcC. 
Not leſs than thee, I hate the Roman name : 


Command thy terms—though they're to govern Rome, 
To wear a — 0. in Gaul or Spain; 


P 


Both 


That frord—that.promeſs—that decided ſtrength 
Rome's legions fear, and trembling armies fly, 


The brave Gaudentius waits to bear her off. 


My ſword, my arm, aveng'd his bleeding fire, 


. * Till all was ripe an empire to ſubvert— 


The empreſs ſaw, and wanted ſuch an arm, 


| And rid her of Gaudentius, who'd e 
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Both by the croſs, and. by the ancient gods, 
Here is my ſignet claim thine own reward. 


TRAULISTA. 
What if within this garden lies conceal'd 
The rival of thy love? 
HuNNERIC. 
The game more eaſy—more ſecure the prey: 
By all the blood Genſeric's arm has ſpilt, 
The traitor dies before the morning dawns. 


TRAULISTA. 
"Belov's and favour'd by the fair Eudocia, 


., HunnzrIc. + 
Hah I the ſon of Ztius thy valiant friend 
TRAULISTA. 
He once preſum d to call his friend a traitor, 
And thinks that mine is ſuch a milky ſoul 
As to forgive—'tis not a ſoldier's trade : 


Nor ſhall the ſon ungratefully defy 


But yet I bid reſentment fleep awhile, 


I ſcorn to play at a leſs .noble game. 

I rais'd Petronius to the imperial throne ; 
But he, ungrateful, indolent and weak, 
At once forgot Hermannic's noble ſon ; 
With vulgar. princes raak'd him as a flave : BY 


To back the rage that rankled in her breaſt, 
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To be her friend and confident to thee. 

He, raging mad with patriotick pride, 
Reſign'd his love at freedom's ſacred foot, 
Diſguſted—urg'd againſt her. fix'd deſign, 
And arm's at once againſt the Vandal king. 

She bade me hope, as my reward, her daughter— 
But I've no wiſh the princeſs to poſſeſs ; * 

Vet my ambition burns to reign in Rome. 
HunNERIC. ' 

Nail this Gaudentius to ſome graſſy plot 

And thou ſhall triumph in the capitol. ; 
TRAVULISTA. 

This night is friendly to revenge and death: 
Between the gloom of midnight and the dawn, 
Juſt light enough beneath the cypreſs ſhade 
To track the heedleſs lover on his way : 

Yet could'ſt thou in Eudocia's preſence draw, 
And lay her lover bleeding at her feet ? 
When ſhe to heaven erects her lily hand, 
In all the beauteous agony of grief, : 
Heaves up her ſnowy breaſt, and 1 + 
_ HonNnERIC. . - 
*'Twould ſweeten my revenge, and ſteal my *. 
To drag her inſtant to my flighted bed. 
TRAULISTA.. 

Then on and feaſt thee with the luſcious Sight ; 

A triumph worthy of a Vandal prince. 


71 


En. 


=> 
- 
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SCENREY. 


A Grotto in the Garden of the Palace—EUDOCIA folus— 
 GAUDENTIUS approaching. 


GAUDENTLUS. 


* are the grots, the ſacred filent walks, 
Where my Eudocia wanders from the world. 
Methinks I hear, within yon roſeate bower, 
Some plaintive angel's ſoft harmonious voice : 
Perhaps, her guardian goddeſs down deſcends, 
From yonder ſilvern cloud capt mountain's brow, 
To watch her beauteous charge. Lifens. } 
Evpocia within, in a ſoft, plaintive, agonizing woice. 
Oh | ſome kind ſeraph ſnatch my ſoul away, 
And ſhroud my griefs beneath the peaceful tomb ; 
Or muſt a dagger ope a paſſage henee, 
To ſet me free from Hunneric's embrace? 


| GAUDENTIUS. \ 
*Tis the herſelf —'tis her ſymphonious voice : 
The murmuring maid ãn broken accents ſighs ; 
Tis my Eudocia whifpering to her God. 
[ Enteys the Croito. 
Let not thoſe fighs tear up an angel's breaſt ; 
Nor let the wreck of empire ſtrike too deep. 


Evupocia. 
Hah !—who art thou that boldly dares intrude 
On the Jaſt hour of this my ſtill retreat ? 
Some ſpy of Hunneric's, to watch my ſteps, 
Leſt one moment of ſe I find, 
This laſt ight, ere I'm completely. curs'd. 


: Fi GAUDEXTIUS. 


- 
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: GAUDENTIUS. 
May all the powers who guard the good and juſt 


Protect my princeſs !— - 
EvuDocia: 


Hah | my beloy'd Gaudentius !— * 
Doſt thou yet live, through all the perils 
Of a barbarous ſiege, to ſee Eudocia 
Snatch'd from thy lov'd arms ?—Alas | my fate, 
To what a hated rival atn I doom'd ! 
| GAUDINTIUS, 
I had not liv'd but for .Eudocia's ſake. - 
Evupocia.- 

Yet fave a life much dearer than my own ; 
Nor linger here, tis on the verge of death : 

Leave me to periſh in my country's fall. 
GAUDENTIUS.. 

Not all the clangor, or the din of arms, 

Or roughen'd tempeſts, whoſe impetuous blaſts, - 
In fiery bolts, may rive the mountains up, 
Again ſhall tear me from my lov'd Eudocia. 

_ FEvpocia. 

My lips can't utter, nor my tongue expreſs, 
The anguiſh that my tortur'd ſoul 3 
IT was early duty nurs'd my infant love, ä 
And ſtricteſt virtue ſanctiũ d the lame, | 25 
Till Valentinian fell—alas | no more; * 
Nature religion —reaſon—filial love, 

Forbid a union with the ſon of Ætius. 
| GAVUDENTIUS.. 3 

My brain grows hot—it kindles to diſtraction 

This night ſecures my bliſs—or—certain death. 
Evpocia, 

Oh |! l ; 
Nor rob thy country of ſo brave an arm. 

TY H 2. Nob: 


| ** 
* 


— 
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Not crowns, or ſceptres, or the warld' beſides, 

Has aught to balance with my love for thee ; 
Yet urge no more—fly hence and fave thyſeif— 

One parting ſigh—one ſolemn, laſt adieu 

Then, F IIs 

GAUDENTIUS. 
Not till the pulſe of life forgets to play, 

And death's cold dews pervade my quivering lip. 

Within this garden will I find a grave, 

Unleſs my princeſs dares an enterpriſe, 

Which loſt this night, may never more return; 

111 „„, — 


* Evupocia. 
In what new horror would this ſcene involve Þ 


__ GavDENTIUs. 
Arouſe thy noble fortitude of mind— 
Tis the deciſive hour—the next ſubjets 
To Hunneric's embrace. 


EuDOCIA. : 
Not all that nature ſhudders at in death, 
Has half the terrors that his name conveys 
Oh ! fave, if poſſible—prevent my fate. 
GavupinTIUs. 
Then fly with me from miſery ſupreme. 
EvpDocia. 
The port of Oſtia's ſhut—and all the ſeas 
Fill'd with Genſeric's fierce piratic ſlaves :— 
Where can the wretched fly? 


GAvuDENTIUS. 
Fly any where from Hunneric and death. 


| Eupocia. | * 
— 1 1 
GAUDENTIUS- 
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GAUDENTIUS. 

Come, let us move to yonder ſmall alcove ; 
The brave Trauliſta, whom Genferic truſts, 
Moſt fortunately heads the nightly watch, 
Patroles the poſts until the morning dawns ; 
The moment that the midnight bell reſounds, 
He brings a Vandal garb for my Eudocia, 
And aids our flight to the Tarentine ſe. 

Eupocia. . 

Trauliſta —I like not this Trauliſta— E 
Trauliſta has a rough, a ſavage ſoul, 

Wrought up to treaſons of the darkeſt hue. 


GAUDENTIUS» 
His life he owes to tius and myſelf. 
Eupoci. 
But gratitude can never bind the baſe : 
An infidel to God—there is no tie— 
No principle to bind a worthleſs heart. 


P GAUDENTIUS. 
Hs is my friend ; come, diſſipate diſtruſt. 
Evupocia. 
A thouſand ſpectres ſtare on every ſide. 
GAUDENTIUS. 
Let's loſe no time, nor let thy retard ; : 
[ He offers 10 out of the Bower, 


The hazy moon enwraps her tranquil face, 
And hides behind a thin tranſparent cloud, 
Leſt ſhe betray, by her reſplendent beam 
Thy trembling ſtep—the terror in thy eye. 
Mowing rw en 
EvupQcia. | 
Methinks I hear ſome ſpeedy foot advance. 
[She Barts buck, 


GAUDENTING. 
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GavvpenTIVs. 
My generous friend anticipates the hour. 
Evupocta. 
Lie ſtill, my heart— 
Nor burſt the brittle caſement of my breaſt. . 
Enter SERVANT. 
SERVANT .+ 
Away, my lord—fly to the thickeſt ſhade, 
Or, ere thou can'ſt eſcape, thou art undone. 


GAUDENTIUS. 
Hah ! betray'd !|—- 
SERVANT. - 


Two ruffians arm'd, crawl round the citron walk— 
They nam'd Gaudentius I ſtay d to hear no more— - 
But ruſh'd—and ſhot acroſs the darken'd grove, 
To ſerve the princeſs and to ſave my lord. 

- GavpenTiIVs. 

Alas | my faithful Caffio—thou'rt too late, 
Yet as a ſoldier will I fell my life. 

Enter HUNNERIC and TRAULISTA. 


[GavpaxTIUS makes a furious paſt 3 wounds 


TRAVLISTA. ] 
TRAULISTA: 


Death to my hopes—damnation to his hand 1— 
GAVUDENTIUS. 
Oh 1 heavens | Traulifta—art thou the villain— 
Traitor—daſtard—ſlave—lurking in ſecret, 
To betray thy friends? 


Taraviista; 
Coward, come on 


To brave in words thou may ſt a dying man; 
Yet know I've life enough to daſh to hell, 
And ſend thy puny foul to Pluto's ſhades, 


For daring once to threat Trauliſta's life. . 
* GAU DEX IVS. 
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GAUDENTIUS. 
High heaven has levell'd at thy treacherous heart 
The fatal ſtroke that juſtice' hand demands. 


TRAULISTA. 

Now are there deities or devils—ghofts or gods, 

I'd thank them all had he have dy'd before me. 

My eye balls ſink my ſtiſſen d fibres fail 1— 

Haſte, Charon—with thy boat—and ſet me o'er 

The Stygian pool—blot out this being— 

'Tis a curſe to man—yet if theſe Romans live 

In other worlds, I would exiſt again, 

To chaſe them from Elyſium, as from Rome. L Diss. 


| HUNNERIC. | 
Seize this young furious prince, and on the rack [ To bis 


Till I have tine to find new tortures out. 


GAUDENTIUS. 
Not thee, nor death, nor tortures do I fear, 
Would angel guards and miniſters of fate > 
Firſt ſnatch Eudocia from thy loath'd embrace— 
Yet know, Gaudentius dies not as a flave. | 
[ He ruſbes forward and engages HunNIAIc, who 
' mortally wounds him, —EuDOcla runs berween 
their ſwords, and offers ber breaft to HonnuA1KC.] 
EupociA. * 
Strike here, moſt noble Hunneric—end my pain— 
Now if thy ſoul can do one generous deed 
Emancipate thy priſoner—enhance the gift— 
Nor like a niggard do thy work by halves ; 
But let me die with him, my life, my lord, 
My huſband, my Gaudentius. 
HunnxnIC. 


No, my Eudocia, live—thou art my 


EvUDOCla, 


Extend each limb—with heated pincers tare, Guards. 
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EupociA. 

If hell's dark empire had a charm for me, 

'Then I might wiſh to be the Vandal queen. 
GAUDENTIUS. 

Adieu, my fair—adieu, my lov'd Eudocia— 

Adieu to glory, empire and renown l—{ Falls. 
EvuDocia. 

Oh! ſtay Gaudentius—let me aſſuage thy wounds, 
Support thy drooping head one moment more— | 
Then I accompany my much lov'd lord. [She faints.. 

HuNNERIC. 

Slaves, bear her off—theſe are the ſex's tricks 
While her fond eyes bang on her paramour | 
Shell play them o'er, and weep, and ſigh, and rave, 
And faint again—yet cannot die with grief— 

But in mine arms ſhe'll fink an eaſy bride. 
EuDocia. 
Heaven. blot from time that cure'd, that blaſted hour ! 
| [ The guards atiempt to force ber from the corpſe of 
GAUDENTI1US. | 
Of murderers—nor tear me from his corpſe— 


Let me come near—if ſtil] he breathes, 


And fip the laſt ſoft breath.— Ah; he is dead | 
In his laſt ſob the laſt of Romans died— 
Juſt Heaven is kind—T yet ſhall die with him. 

My throbbing heart almoſt forgets to beat— A 
The ſlow pulſation lags—I fink—1 fall—- # 
Time ſhakes the glaſs to ſift out my laſt fands— — 
Virtue, ſublim'd by piety and truth, 

Now beckons to the ſkies—the curtain falls, 

And opes eternity—I've nought to aſk 

Of this diſtracted world - but juſt to ſhrowd 

In the ſame peaceful tomb, with my Gaudentius.—{ Drs. 
EPILOGUE 
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Pos and lemes travelling from tome, 

For perſect models, oft repair to Rome ; 
Ter real proweſs, or true flerling Twit, 
Or genius there, they do not always bit. 

They had their bullies, ſycaphants and fools, - 
And learned dunces in Apollo g ſchools ; 
Their poetafters—pretty playful things, 
Who, patroniz'd by ladies, or by kings, 
By rules logiftick, reaſon'd truth away, - 
And form d new ſyſtems fit for each new day; 
Zealets, or bigots to their fathers” crred, 
As infidels, or faſbion gave the the lead; 
A proud republick, or a ſervile throng, 
Aw'd by a frown, or by a Nero's ſong ; 
A celebrated, brave, beroick race, 
They'd ſave, or ſell their country, for a place. 
For liberty—a poor unmeaning name, 
| They ſbook the globe, and ſet the world in flame ; 
But, faious, fickle, impiaus and bold, 
Enervated by luxury and gold, 0 
7e ve. ſeen extinguifh'd—great Apollo i fire, 
Untun'd bis harp, and broke bis ſacred gyre. 

But in this age of literary claim, 
When taſte and genius wie with Roman fame, 
Like them ye I read, and candidly excuſe 
A piece defign'd for pleaſure or for ufe ; 
Though both the unities of place and time 
May'nt always tally with the true ſublime, 
Nor buſtin merit meet the mid day ſty, 
A female bard flill aſts your candid eye. 


Wont damn the play, and hiſs it out of faſhion ; 
Alt the firfl reading on an winter's eve 


96 = 8. & 8 © 
Sure the politeneſs of an infant nation 


Pray cry encore—a ſecond may retrieve, 
And ſave her fame from ew ry critick's rage 
To tread ſecurely on Columbia's flage. 
No cenſuring bards, or liutle wits ſbe fears, 
Tf ye are pleas'd, and Peter Pindar ſpares. 
The author aſks but this ſmall boon of you, 
Pray let it paſs at leaft a night or -o; 
And if the moral in this pious age 
Should let it live a week upon the flage ; 
Some gambling fools by Maximus's fate 
Might learn their follies ere it wat to0 late. 
Might flay at home and ſave their pretty ſpouſes, 
And barns prevent by lodging at their houſes. 
-Others, by thinking, might be taught the edds, 
*Tawixt him who fears and bim who blaſts the gods ; 
Might chooſe to live and die a man of merit, 
Ere þe'd be damn'd—an infidel of fpirit ; 
But, like Trauliſta's, ler their follies end, 
Who baſely have betray'd or fold a friend. 
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Toa Lou GiNTLEMAN in Euros, at 


whoſe Requeſt a regular Da AuATicx 
Work was firſt attempted. 


MY DEAR SIR, 


| You have often requeſted ſome- 
n the ſtile of the drama, from the 
= of one ever fond of gratifying her 
friends ; though not certain whether this 
requeſt mos from a love of literary pro- 
ductions; from a curioſity that has 7. 
tion for its baſis ; or the ſtrong attachment 
of friendſhip ; yet I have no doubt you will 
be pleaſed with the compliance. 


I am ſenſible the writing an unexcep- 
tionable Tragedy, requires judgement, ge- 
nius, and taſte ; and have felt ſuch a diff. 
dence in the attempt, as nothing would 
have overcome but the repeated of 


a very dear friend. 


Trovuca the piece now yt into your 


hand may not afford equal entertainment 
with the compoſitions of a Corneille, a 

2 or a Crebillon, yet I dare * 
from your partiality, you will find pleaſure 


in your cloſet, hah it ſhould not be en- 
cored on the tage. 


YOU 
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You have never named me a fubj ect, 
though you prohibited an American, 1 * 
ſeemed to have no predilection in favour of 
Britiſh incident; therefore, notwithſtanding 
events in the weſtern world have outran 
imagination; notwithſtanding the magni- 
tude of proſpect a riſing empire diſplays, 
and the many tragical ſcenes exhibited on 

an iſland whence it derived its origin, I have 
—— to an ancient ſtory in the annals 
of Spain, in her laſt ſtruggles for li 
previous to the complete eſtabliſhment of 
deſpotiſm by the family of Ferdinand. 


Taz hiſtory of Charles the fifth, the ty- 
ranny of his ſucceſſors, and the exertions of 
the Spaniſh Cortes, will ever be intereftin 

to an American ear, ſo long as they triumph 
in their independence, pride themſelves in 

is principles that inſtigated their patriots, 
and glory in the characters of their heroes, 

"whoſe valour completed a revolution that 
will be the wonder of ages. 


hater 4b a field for genias ! What a diſ- 
of capacity, both in ſcience, in bufe- 
ar and in — does this revolution ex- 
bibit! Certainly, enough to fire the ambt. 
| tion, and light up every noble fpark in the 
1 2 thoſe W In 
ö e e. 1 
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Tut nations have now reſheathed the 
ſword ; the European world is huſhed in 

ace ; America ſtands. alone :—May ſhe 
— ſtand, independent of every foreign 
power; ſuperiour to the ſpirit of intrigue, 
or the corrupt principles of uſurpation that 
may ſpring from the ſucceſsful exertions of 
her own ſons : * their conduct never 
contradict the profeſſions of the patriots 
who have — he rights of human na- 
ture; nor cauſe a bluſh to pervade the cheek 
of the children of the martyrs who have 


fallen in defence of the liberties. of * 


count | 

Pranar the ſubject 1 have choſen for 
the machinery of a tragedy, may be more 
proper for an epic, than a dramatic 

yet 1 hope it will be acceptable in its prel 
ent garb, and that the candor of the public 


will de exerciſed, not ſo much for the ſake 


of the ſex, as the deſign of the writer, who 
wiſhes only to cultivate the ſentiments of 
public and private virtue in whatſoever 
falls from her pen. a 
I'am moſt affectionately, Yours, 


February 20, 1784. 
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* . DRAMATIS PERSONA. | 


. 
+ DON VELASCO—Regent of Spain in the abſence of 

Charles fifth. ; 

CONDE HARO—Sar „ Pelaſco, Commander of the I 
Ang. 

DON JUAN DE PADILLA—Commaider of the Troops 

mid by the States of Spain. - 

DON FRANCIS—Friend i Padilla, Ble, of Donna 
Maria, in love with Loniſa. 

DON PEDRO GHIRON—@ young 2 in love 
L. 

ZAMORA— Bibep of Toleds. 
. 


640 2 WOMEN. 

DONNA MARIA—#Je of Dn Jaan & Nan, Sie 
% Don Francis. 

DONNA LOUIS A— Dang beer of Den Velaſco. 
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Dow FRANCS. 


Tur furious courſer lifts his dauntleſs bead, 
Fierce ſnaps the bit, and tolls his eye abroad, ; 
Sees death and carnage mark th* empurpled field, 
Neighs for his prey, and tramples o'er the dead. 

The happy ſteed may bite the blood ſtain d 8 3 
Untaught by reaſon, ſympathy or love— 
Unconſcious of the pains—the ten fold pangs, - 
That check the warrior in his bold career. "3 

Don Juax pz PADILLA. / ; 

Methinks ſome languor hangs about thy ſteps, - 

Too like deſpair, though not alli d to fear |. 
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When virtue arms, and liberty's the prize, 
No cloud ſhould ſet on brave Don Francis' brow- - 
The love of glory, victory and fame, 
A noble ſenſe of dignity and worth, 
Is the beſt birth right of Caftilia's ſons :—- 
Inur'd to glory, and the feats of war, 
Our fathers held their freedom from the gods. 
A jealouſy for freedom kept alive 
. the ſofter paſſions of the mind. 
: Dox Francis. 
Nurs'd in the fierce and hoſtile field of war, 
I; from long anceſtry, may boldly claim 
That innate force and vigour of the mind 
Which mocks the. fenſe of danger or of death; 
But yet Louiſa wakes my ſoul to love. 
De Haro?s ſiſter has ten thouſand.charms.s 
But ah |—the daughter of Velaſco chills, 
And horror opes the gates of wild deſpair, Fo 
As if the fates forbad a diſtant hope. 
Dos pan Dt Paul- 
Spurn theſe ſoft fly the fond diſguiſe, 
Ere it unnerves the vigour of thine arm 
Let freedom be the miſtreſs of thy heart: 
She calls to arms,.and bids us draw the ſword :— 
Come, clear thy brow, and whet the pointed ſteel, 
To cruſh the foes of liberty and Spain. 
Don Francis. 
I would ſuſpend, but ne er exterminate . 
The nobleſt paſſion of the human ſoul ; 
Thet Gelbind ths frrodions bona of annew 1 
And checks the ruder billows of the mind. 
Don Jvan bt PADIIIA. 
Not like the lover, but the hero talk — 
The ſword muſt reſcue, or the nation fink, - 


* 
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And ſelf degraded, wear the badge of flaves... 
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We boaſt a cauſe of glory and renown ; 2 


We arm to purchaſe the ſublimeſt gift 

The mind of man is capable to taſte. 

Tis not a factious, ors fickle rout, 

That catla their kindred out to private war, 
With hearts envenom'd by a thirſt of hlood 
Nor burns ambition, rancour, or revenge, 

As in the boſom. of ſome lordly chief 

Who throws his gauntlet at his ſov reign's foot, 
And bids defiance in his. wanton rage :— 

"Tis freedom's genius, nurs'd from age to age, 
Matuc'd in-Tchools of Tiverty and law, 271 5 
On virtue's page from fire ta ſon convey'd, 

E'er ſince the ſavages, fierce, barbarian hords, 
Pour'd in, and chas'd beyond r | 
The hardy chiefs who govern'd ancient ee, 

Our independent anceſtors diſtain' 


All fervile homage to deſpotick lo 


Don FRANCE. ny 
I own my weakneſs—yet forgive my love 


My life and honour facredly I plight, 1 


To aid a brave and veteran band of chiefs, 

Whoſe fathers fearleſs, dip'd the glittering ſword, 
Whet with reveoge, in tides of Mooriſh blood, 
To ſave their ſons from ſervitude and chains. 


| Don. Juan vs Panta. 
But * not a moment's time to loſe. 
The pageant moumted on his gilded car, 
' Sweeps all the fickle multitude along : 
Inaction or delay will ruin all, 
And place the fav'rite nurs d in fortune's lap, 
Beyond the reach of aught but heaven itſelf, 


= 


7 
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To teach him what from man to man is due. 

A battle ere tomorrow's ſun retires | > 
Shall ſhew the world our pedigree and forme 3. , "Bf 
The Celtiberian race ſhall ne er be ſlaves, 
Nor bluſh to.own Damn Juan for their fon., + 


— — 
10 n u. 
e 
Enter DON VELASCO end CONDE HARO. 
Dox VELASCO... 6 


Ti brighten'd dawn lifts up its cheerful face 3. 
The fun beams play to lighten thee to fame ; 
The hill tops ſmile, and each propitious gale, 
Wafts victory onward, with expanded wing, 
To crown the glory of Velaſco's houſe. 
Corp Hax. e 
Unhappy Spain, by civil factions torn, | 
Aflaulting friends, while foreigners invade. . 
Her burning cities, and her reeking ſons, _ 
Are drench'd in Blood ou valor foal bara, 
While fierce diſunion ſcowls on every brow, 
And rancour whets the ſword againſt ourſelves, 
The Turkiſh-banners ſpread the German plain, 
And France, reſalv'd to humble Chariles's pride, 
Unites the creſcent with the facred cross. 
Don VELasco. Th 6 
Francis indeed may triumph at our gates 
Unleſs Don Juan, and the reftleſs-Cortes,. Eo 
* , yp" 


* 
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Are'ſoon ſubdu'd, and peace reſtor'd to l 
One glorious conflict, one ſucceſsful 
Will ſhew the world the heir of F 
For empire born, in ſpite of all his foes. 
' + Comps Hao. 
The ſword is rawn, and down the gulph of time, 
Perhaps, its uſeleſs ſcabbard may be toſs'd, 
»Till years roll on, and revolution's wheel _ 
Whirls nations down, and empire ſweeps away, 
Ere peace benignant ſmiles on hapleſs Spain. 
Don VeLasco. 
Then loſe no time to cruſh this rebel race. 


'Conps Haro. 
The nobleſt blood that ancient Spain can boaſt, 


. 


Thrills through their veins, and warms their gallant 


With great ideas of liberty and law. | [chiefs 
They claim the rights their ancient fires poſſeſs'd, 
When, ere allegiance ſworn, or fealty paid, | 
They bade the ſov reign recollect · the claim, 
That each, as good by nature as himſelf, 
Were, when united, arm'd with power replete, 
To ſmite the brow, and daſh the ſcepter'd hand 
That dare invade the meaneſt ſubjeR's right. 
Don VELasco. 
"Tis but a faction of cabal and ſtrife, 
Bound by no ties of dignity or worth; 
Devoid of honour, diſcipline, or faith ; 
Diſcord will waſte, and jealouſy divide, 
And drive them backward from the routed field, 
Diſpers'd by thee, as duſt before the wind. 
Conps Haro. 
inur- d to arms, my foul's s eſtrang'd to fear ; 
Yet I lament my fate ;j—my fire and prince, 


* 
* 


Point 
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Point me to glory, combating my will, 13 
And make my duty lead to deeds l hate. 3 
No lewd tumultuous fury juſt let looſe— 

Dauntleſs and bold as fam'd Numantia's ſons, 

They wield. the lance and bear the target. high, 

And boaſt their ancient independent race 

Unfold their pedigree, ja freedom's line, 

E'er ſince for liberty, the haughty Celts 

In blood contefied with the furious Goth. 


| Dos Nase. 
Methinks ſome latent cauſe beclouds thy en 
And checks the vigour of thy val'rous arm, 
* and may blaſt thy fame. 


Comp: Haro. 

Not leſs reſoly'd, or fearlefs than thyſelf, 
eee b 
With glory tarmith'd, by De Haro's fall - 53 1 
anda U 

Dox VI IASsco. 

Then haſte, and thaſe theſe miſcreants from the land— 
Cut down their line, and blaſt their idle hopes, 4 
And extirpate the bold feditions race. 07'S 
Their houſes wrap in ene devouring lame— 
The ſword ſhall quell u faRtions in de land. 

Cons Haxo: | 

When virtue's vanquih'd, 5uſtice bids us fare, 
And lend compaſſion to an hapleſs foe. 

I neꝰ er will tinge the field with human blood, 
If milder means can bloodleſs victory win. Sod. 
Den Val asc. 


Adieu, my ſon-—my foul is all on fire. 


Proud glory waits to make thy name immortal; - + 
r. A AF EP rIn 5 
Dy Hao. | 
SO}. en 
n ge mi for reign as x Wer ought,” 
And take the field againſt my former friends, TG 
But in the hero ne'er forget the man. {Exeunt, 
* S „„ eine ; Wd 2 | ; 
d 
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DON wan, DE PADILLA and DUR PEDRO. 
CIT AT 
146 | Don Jvax. " Hot 
Tin Meghan af abate oa 
To hunt for crowns in Germany and France, 444 
While here Velaſco plunders all the ſtates. 


Our delegates have yeſterday return dl,, 
Without an audience at the ſoy*reign's court; | 
Stop'd on the way—forbid an pain of death, 5 4 
With their complaints their idle tales of 1 | 
T invade the regal dignity of thrones, 

Or whiſper murmurs in a monarch's ear. 

Reſentment, and a noble thirſt of fame, 

Muſt rouſe the bold, reanimate the brave, 

And brace the arm with vigour to repel 

Theſe bold invaſions on great nature's rights. 


PzpRO. a . 
Has then the band of Dutch and Flemiſh. race, . is 

Who hover round, clos'd up the monarch's ear, * 

And mer d his heart againſt the cries of Spain ? 
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Ambition low'ring ona lordly broxꝛ 
May yet ſubdue the citizens of Spain. 
Don Juan; 

Valencia arm'd, and Arragon' arous'd, 6 
Hold their's and Caſtile's righteous cauſe the * 
The trump of war is echo'd through the land, 
Wrought up to tempeſts by the cruel arm 
Of baſe oppreſſion, breaking o'er the mounds 
Of law—of juſtice - equitꝝ and. truth. 

Is thy mind firm —irrevocably fix d, 

Or, to ſecure the ſacred rights of Spain, 

Or die a martyr in her glorious cauſe. 
PrpRo. 

The ſtorm beats high—yet, will I hazard all, 
My honour, fortune, freedom and my fame”: — + 
I, by thy ſide, all danger will defy. 41 

Dor Joan. 

Then reconnoitre round De Haro's poſts ;. 
The noble houſe of Albert's overcome, 5 
Navarre's ſubdu d- diſmantled all her towns 
Peaſants and nobles, citizens and flaves, 
Promiſcuouſly enroll'd in Charles's pay, 

Sullen and fierce, diſdain th ignoble ſervice : : 
Ripe for revolt, they, at my fignet join, 
And liſt themſelves in a more noble cauſe : 
* their leaders for tomorrow 'S. work, 


' [Exeunt. ; 
* 
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- ha 


Fach. 


Har us thou yet ſeen th . of Shin) 
The vulgar ear, forever caught by ſound, 
Allur'd by pomp, by pageantry and or, | : | 
Revere her perſon and adore her name ; v 
Her ſtandard planted on the feld of war; © 
Would fanftion give to every bold . 


Don Juan.” 
I have beheld the ruins of a queen, 
A ſight too piteous for a' ſoldier's eye 
Whoſe heart, unſteel'd by ſcenes of human woe, 
Has yet a tender corner. left for grief. | g . 
Rob'd of her crown, aiſthority and peace— | | 
Dethron'd, immur'd, neglected by her ſon, web * 
Shut up in widow'd ſolitude to weep „ 
Ungrateful Philip, who deſpis'd her charms, | 
She's but the weeping knage of Geipair. 

Francis. ; M 
Deus toe ee Ba miles of ook — — * 
The indignant wrongs and injuries we feel, 
Bencath the reign of her opprellive ſoa t— 
; Don Juan. 1 
She, all attentiye, liſten ' d to the tale; 1 
And rous d. at once as from lethargic dreams, | 1 
And ſtarting, cry d—is Ferdinand no mere !— 7 
Is that great monarch ſlumberĩng in the tomb, 2 * 
While I, a vretehed priſoner of ſtate, | 
Stand the ſad monument of human ills t—- 


. 
9 


* a 


* 
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She wept and ſigh d, till ſtrong reſentment roſe, 
And kindled in her breaft a noble flame: - 

With all the powers of eloguence and truth, 
I ſtrove to ſooth her wandering mind to reſt; © © 
In juſtice* ſacred name 4.urg'd her aid 


To counteract the cruelties of Charles, 


To reaſſume her rights, and reign again, 
To extricate her ſubjects from deſpair — 


She gave aſſent with dignity and caſe, 
And, ſpite of nature, ſeem d to be a queen. 
I nam'd Calabria's injur'd noble prince, - 
The heir of Arragen, long fince depriv'd 
Of his paternal crown, and princely rights, 
Which Ferdinand, by violence, had ſeiz'd, 
And juſtice bade his daughter to reſtore ; 
I urg'd her marriage with ſo brave a prince, 
Entitled, both by virtue and by. blood, 
To wield the ſceptre that his, athers won, AS 
And ſhield her perſon from all future wrongs gz, 
But naming love, her dormant paſſions wak'd, 
And kindled up, her former flame for Philips 
She ſunk defpondent, and refus'&to ad. 
To act in council, or to guide the realm. * 
. 4 Francis. , 6 r 
Unhappy queen I th to ber people lot. — 2 
In melancholy's cell, - remain, * 
While her ſon raves at large about the world, 
Not leſs a madman than the Macedon, . . 
I Who kindled up the Grecian world in flame, 
„And rear'd a pile or all his murder'd friends, PR 4 
| $ 1 7 Ne eee 
I .. She, reſcu'd from her guarda, De Aid 7 
And, if we necd, her fat is obtain d. tc: $344 a3 
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- - Faancis. 

But malice whiſpers murmurs through the campy 
And half our ſoldiers clamour for theirpay— 
At leaſt a part, before they take ghe field. 

Don jose. : 

Haſte to h whoſe undaunted ſoul ' 
Reflefts a on her feeble ſex ; 
By ſtratagem, ſhe's gain d an ample ſum - 
To quiet mutiny, and pay the troops. | 4 
But ere the ſolemn" midnight clock ſhall firike, | % 
Return, and meet me at the gate of Toro. [Exeunt. 


* 


— 
SCENE V. 
DON FRANCIS and DONNA MARIA. 
MARJA; 


g ade ant br On et of many. 
Altars are dreſs d, and faintly relics ſhine :— |, 
Inftead of real ſanctity of heart 
They churches decorate with coſtly gifts ;— 

But reaſon, burſting from a ſable cloud, 

On a bright throne erects hep ſtand, - \ 

And gives new ſanctions We voice of God, 
To free the mind from ſuperſtition's reign. 
No fables, legends, dreams, or monkiſti tales, 
Shake my firm purpoſe, or diſarm my mind,. 
When duty calls to make my country free. 
The churches treaſures were gur laſt reſort, . 
fa weed of os nd ly rent deck | 

In weeds of v 7 d, a 
eee 


W. . 


* — 
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I kneel'd before the conſecrated ſhrines, | 
And aſk'd a bleſſing on my country's cauſe ; ; 
But twas to him whoſe ſanction feals the claim, 
Of peace and freedom the human ae 
I bow'd my ſoul, and d my ſappliant prayer, 
That when a ſpark from ' womb had burſt, 
And light diffus'd o'er all the weſtern world, 5 
It might not be to-gild a tyrant s car, 
And make mankind the of his mill; 
1 then diſmantiod ol the hope: | 


- Frances, | - 
link i=-—deott Gon veniam to hadd.n Goal do 
Leap prieſtly bounds=irvade the churches” rights *® 
Diſrobe the ſaints, and riſque ile public hate — 
l 'Mania. * 
Neceſſity muſt ſanctify the deed.— 
Francis, 
Thy foul was form'd to animate the arm 
Of ſome illuſtrious, bold, heroic chief, 
And not to waſte its glorious' fire away, 
Beneath the weakneſs of a female form. 
Mana: | 
Men rail at weakneffes themſelves create, 
And boldly itigmatize the female mind, 
As though kind nature's juft impartiał hand 
Had fo features iu & baſer mould: 
Zut nice diſtinctions in the — 
Adopted follies, or inherent vice, 5 
May be diſcuſe d in calmer tunes than theſe :— 


4 


1 


N. e'll reaſon then—if poffble regain 


ever nature, or its author gave. 
t Juan e 
The eee 


* 

And holds an era in the life of man, a 
When alt is hung ſuſpended on his choice: 
Election made, judiciouſſy he ſtandds * 
On the proud ſummit of all hama fame ; POS 4 
But judgment once erroneoullyifarma'd ' _ — —- . 
Oft fixes his ill fate through life's career; | 
While a ſtrong current bears him down the tide, 
And wrecks his peace on every ripling ſtream, =, - } 

The mora-may fmile.propitions/on our cauſ | 
May make us free, or more completely ſlaves — 
Unrive the manacles, or drive the bolts, | 
And clank the ſhackles round the Spaniſh world. 
Canſt thou forget the ſoft Louiſa's tears, 
And chaſe her brother through the field of blood > 
'Thou, like a lion leaping on his prey, 
Muſt aim thy javelin at De Haro's heart. 

FrANCis. - 

Name not Louiſa—I would forget the lives— * 
Or that ſhe is the ſiſter of my foe. 
Miſtaken man !—he deprecates this war 
That lights his country in a waſting flame ; 
But thinks the era of her freedom loſt, 
Since firſt Ximenes* artful ſubtile wiles, 
Threw ſuch a weight in the deſpotic ſcale ; 
A ſtanding army at the ſoy*reign's nod, 
Which makes the monarch maſter of the laws, 
And gives at will both liberty and life. 
Yet Conde Haro noble ſoul, 
nn. 


Maxi. 
'Vittne muſt ſpring from the maternal line 
If it adorns the Conde Haro's breaſt. 
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| . Francis. 
Tomorrow: proves him what the world 
And weaves a garland to adorn his brow, -: N 
Or leaves his trunk a headleſs ſacrifice, 
To ſtamp freſh glory an Don Juan's name. 
| Mama © * 
Go, haſten on, and not a moment loſe ;: 
Remind the ſoldiers of Segovia's rights 
Review the battles fought on Ebro's banks—-. , 
Aſſure them all is ſafe, if they re but brave. 
The ſword maintains what their forefathers won. 
| s { Exound, 
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A Gi Wore 
$. Si 8 B+ e 


4. Alcove in an artificial Wilderncfe—DONNA LOUISA, 


Tus burniſh'd hills o“ erlook the verdant dales, - 
And nature's deck d in all her bright array. 
The whiſpering breeze plays o'er the dappled mend, * 
And ſans dhe foliage on the fowery bank = ' - => 
The towering wood lark trill her tender note, | a 
And ſoft reſponſive muſe cheers the lawn; 
Yet here I wander wilder'd and alone, 
Like ſome poor baniſh'd fugitive who fecks 5 
The meagre comfort of a moſs grown cave. 
Euter DONNA MARIA. 
| Mania. . 
Awake fond maid—nor thus ſupinely waſte | 
Thy youth—thy bloom. Thy matchleſs beauty fades. 
Mid'ſt ſorrow, fighs, and- unavailing tears. 
v.54 ©  , OR 
Thought feeds my woes, nor can my reaſon aid 
To calm the paſſions of my grief torn breaſt, ' 
Till concord weaves again her palmy wreath, 
To deck f, 


Mania. We N 
Though weak chpaſſion finks the female mind, © 
And our frail ſex diſſolve in pity's tears; 
Vet juſtice ſword can never be reſheath d, 
Till Charles is taught to know we will be bee ; 
And learns the duty chat a monarch owes, Fe 
To heaven—the people—and the rights of man. * 


x 4 * a ww * 


Os. 
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Let him reſtore the liberties of Spain 
Diſmiſs the robbers that arreſt his ear— ” 
| Thoſe penſion'd plunderers that rudely ſeize 
What nature gave, and what our fathers won. 


Lovis. ' 
1 retroſpe, and weep Spain's happier 7 
Survey the pleaſures once we call'd our own, 
When harmony diſplay'd her gentle wand, 
And every peaſant ſmil'd beneath his vine— 
Till nature ſickens at the ſad reverſe, 
And my ſwoln boſom heaves with ſmother'd sche, 
Too big to be repreſs d.—I yield to grief 
Till floods of tears relie ve my tortur d ſoul. 


Maz1a.. 
Maria has a bolder part to act 
I ſcorn to live upon ignoble terms—-. 
A ſupple courtier ' fawning at the ſeet 
Of * deſpotic nobles, ow of kings. 


Louisa. 
Had 1 thy firmneſs, yet my heart would bleed: 

To ſee my country torn by civil feuds. 

Each hero a javelin at the breaſt ip 
His heart reveres, and friendſhip's ſoul recoils 
When the bold veteran urges home the blow, 
To pierce the man he venerates and loves; 
While the brave pattzot parries back the ſhaft | 
Againſt a life that virtue's ſelf would, ſave. 


MARIA. 


is ſad necefſity—this painful ſtriſe, 
d reunite the citizens of Spain; 
rouſe each languid arm with tenfold zeal. 


To 3 a tyrant's head, 


* N. 


a. 
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Ere yet the lingering mind indignant ſinks, 

Debas'd and tremibling ut a deſpot's frown. 
Rather let cities that ſupport his reign, 

Like Torbolatan yefterday reduc'd, | 

Be ſtorm'd and ſack d before tomorrow” s dawn; 

And thus be taught the weakneſs of the mind 

That dare a moment balance in the ſcale,  ; 


A crown ſo Kings—with liberty to man. 
11 Lovis A. Or | 
But ah, Maria I- this little ſelf abtrudes; _ 
1 cannot boaſt diſintereſted grief; 
Louiſa's tears can never.ceaſe to flow. 
If brave Don Juan wins a glorious day, 
My father friends and family are loſt; 
If victory for loyalty declares— 
Or if Don Francis—noble Francis,. falls— n ** 
Is there a name from Caſtile to the Rhone, & 4 
So wretched as. thy friend—thy lov'd Louiſa ? 4, 
Rp *  ' " 
Thou ſhould'ſt have liv'd in mild and gentler nm. 
And breath'd, and ſlumber d in: the lap of Peace, 
As innocent and ſoft as infant love, 
When lall'd to reſt by a fond mother's s ſong : 5 
The ſmiling babe, wak'd by the wiod's rude breath, , 
The pearly dew drop trickles eye, 
Tin ſooth'd to quiet hy its favouritg toy; 
But for myſelf though famine, c 
Should all combine—nay, ſhould Don Juan — * 
Which Heav'n forbid—T ne er will yd, 
Nor own myſelf a ſlave.— But ſee thy lover, 
Penſive, walks this way.—Adieu, my friend, 
I muſt be gone - the buſy moments call— 2 
My wind is n import. [Exit. 


a7? SCENS 
p 
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Enter DON FRANCIS and DONNA LOUISA, 
| Francis. 


Lies a EE. 
And ſmile beneath the cabopy of love; | 
The heav'n born mind, where virtue ſits enthron'd, | 
Should be tree, nor w alt in f. bt 

- Lovis. + Be. 
Talk not of love, while ſympathetic pain, 

And keeneſt ſorrows, rive the boldeſt heart ; 
While thouſands fall at freedoms facred ſhrine, 
And bathe-her pedeſtal with the rich blood 

Of the beſt ſoldiers that the world can boaſt 
While the fond wife droops o'er her dying lord, 
And orphan'd babes, and widow'd matrons weep, 
A eee ee, 


8 W rn 
18 The Faves, FN 
e af my heart has bled—ꝛ «+ 


Yet dry thy tears, and calm t! ruffled mind 
 Anticipatg my bliſs, and bid me liye :— 
Oh | give thy hand, plight thy facred vo, 


i- al my for Li room 1 ax 7 
love nd more, 1ill peace mall bleſs the land; 
hen redden'd wrath no longer lifts the fword, . 


Dip'd to the hilt in rancour's 
* | That 
4 1 7-4 ww 
E28 _ 4 » 42 


A * 
- 
| 
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That the ſteel d heart may deeper plunge the blade, 
Without a ſigh—when'from the gaping wound, | 
Out ruſhes, ſtaring, the aſtoniſſi d foul Fl 
Of his lov'd friend, or of a brother ſlain. 
Ah !—whither do I rove—let me retire, 
Leſt I betray the weakneſs of my heart. 

FRANCIS. 

O might I claim that tender trickling tear, 

And call thoſe fighs my own—they'd waft me on 
Towards the field of fame, with freſh blown 
That ere tomorrow's ſun engulphs his brow, 
And cools his ſteeds beyond the weſtern main, 
I might return victorious to thine arms, 1 0 
And lay my trophies at Loviſa's feet. 

Lovisa. 

And what theſe trophies - but a brother's ſpoils } 
Who is the victim thy ſucceſs would doom 5 
7 

Fasses. 

Ah ! there's the pain—the ſharpeſt pang I feel 
To lift the ſword, and tread the hoſtile ground. 

The Conde Haro is a virtuous foe. 


| Loviss. 
— ˙ autatebe: ®.. 
The only heir of Don Velaſco's houſe— TT 
And if he falls—fate ſevers us forever. "hv 


Francis. 
Forever 1—revoke the ſentence ere it reaches heaven, 


Lovisa. , 
Forever. Remember ths and ſpare De Hare's Wood 
_, FRANCES. 
But, if in battle he ſhould. bravely fall 


Lovis a. 


þ 
1 
1 
F 

| 

' 


— 
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Louisa. *. 
A ſtern, enrag d, inexorable ſire, 
Might hold Louiſa guilty of his death. 


" FRANCIS. 
Juſt Heaven forbid Could he arraign a mind 
As pure and ſpotleſs as the infant morn? 


Lovrsa. 

Velaſco is to royalty alli'd, 
A feudal lord, of ancient ++ ; 
In rank, in wealth, in fame, the firſt in dey 
His high ſwoln pride burſts forth in peals of rage, 
Whene'er he talks or names the rebel chiefs ; 
Forbids his ſon to ſpare a ſingle life, - 
If fortune makes him maſter of the field ;— 
Think * what agonies pervade my breaſt. 


FRANCIS. 
When honour calls, and juſtice wields the {word, 


Je 1 


True virtue ſpares, and clemency forgives ; 


But when a fierce, tyrannic luſt of ſway, 
Deforms the ſoul, and blots out nature's ſtamp, 
The wolf; or- tyger, prowling for his Preys 

Is leſs a — than the monſter man. 


Lovis. ; 

No more, my Jord! ſink beneath the ſtorur; 
The jarring paſſions tear my teeble frame 
My filial duties make the firſt demand; 

Yet, ſpite of theſe, a group at paſſions riſe, 
Love—friendſhip—fear and deſpair, 
Alternate rend, in ſpite of reaſon's ſway. 

Amidſt the ſtorm, the kind De Haro comes, , 
| And with a ſmile, ineffably ſerene, | 
Wich all the ſoftneſs of fraternal love, 
He. cries—forbear to think of me again, | 
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Or that thy brother hazards fame or life 
Againſt the: valour of a dearer name. ; 
Alas how weak my trembling heart's become 
Oh wha has my unguarded * 4 
— Francis: | 
| What makes me neh d beyond th power of fate 
"cd 2 
\ Deception oft beneath a flimſy veil, hora 
Hides human hearts, nor lets man know himſelf. ; 
Should fortune ſnatch the victory from thee—= —- 
Thyſelf—thy friends—and freedom loſt at once— _ 
Perhaps you'll curſe, in agonies of grief, 
Louiſa's houſe—her venerated fires— ' - 

Her noble brother—and yet more I dread— 
Yes—my lip trembles at the riſing thought— : | 
The hapleſs daughter of thy cruel foe. | 
Is thy love proof againſt this teſt ſevere ?—- of 


FRANCTS. EO 

Deſcription- would but beggar love like 1 mine z | 

Meaſure the earth and mount beyond the ftars,, . _ 

There's nought below'can bound its full extent ;. - SA 
Not death itſelf can hlot thee from my heart. : 


O_o : 

Then am I thine l—witneſs ye heavenly powers !- 
This is the ſignet of thy wedded wife ; [Gives bim @ ring, 
In the laſt exigence weigh well its worth, 1 
And claim thy life from Don Velaſco's hand. 
This was the pledge of his Zelinda's faith: 
Knowing the ſallies of his haughty ſoul— 0 
In. a fond moment of paternal loye, A 
He kiſs'd my cheek, and caught my trembling hand, 
Fix'd on my finger this invalu'd gem, 


And 


—_— „ A m M ˙ A 
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And by a ſolemn oath he bound his ſoul, | 
To gun ee EE ̃ RA Oo. 
Francis. +« 
Languayt is desc und tank mant wenks n 
nnn Vs 5 
Loves. —— 
What have I done—my filial love, 


And the connubial ties—at variance ſet— 


A brother's life again a huſband's ſtak'd&— 
My country's weal, with loyalty at war— 
Confuſion—tumult—death and daughter reign ;_ 
As if the demons leap'd Tartarus' bounds _. 
Wr 
. Francis. in ache 
Heaven has the means to entricate from woe; | 
Though veil'd from man If patience waits his . = 
When fortitude, her ſiſter virtue joins, — ; 4 
They both triumphant, meet a juſt reward. 
nnn. DIY 
[Trumpets an 
Soon I return , viftorious from the ficldy 
And claſp an angel to my faithful breaſt, [Exir. 
Lovis, ſolus. 
— - He's gone 
I feel the parting ſtroke ſeyere indeed— 
As if his lips pronounc'd a laſt adieu. 
Now all ye powers ſupreme, ſupport my ſoul ; 
Teach me to brave the conflicts of the world - 
In this extreme diſtreſs—nor let me fwerve 
From honour's path, or virtue's ſtrifteſt rule; "TY 
hot fourth ad [Exit. 


4 


; SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
CONDE HAR o, 5e 


Ds Hao. 
VII AS c o' vil, une king's com 


mand, 

I muſt obey, or blaſt my riſing fame, 
And hazard all. in the precarious cauſe, . 
Of freedom, ſtak d againſt the power of kings: 
Yet warring paſſions tear my tortur'd ſoul ; 
Diſcordant hopes make me a wretch indeed. 
I love Maria—I revere her lord 
And almoſt wiſh the vit'ry may be his 3 
Yet if he falls—he falls as Brutus fell, 
In the laſt ſtruggle for his country's weal ;. 
While my ſucceſs will rivet faſt her chains, . 8 
Eraſe each veſtige of her. ancient rights, 
And make me odious in Maria's eye. 
And ſhall I foſter this inglorious flame? 
A hopeleſs paſſſdn gnawing on my peace, 
And cankering my ſoul againſt the man 
I once eſteem'd my friend though now a foe, 
He's virtue's friend where'er he meets her name. 

The moral ſenſe, that checks the wayward will, 
Now witneſs bear—I'm maſter of myſelf :— 
I'll meet him in the field on equal terms; 
No baſe deſire, or any lawleſs wiſh, | 
Shall more obtrude to interrupt my peace :— 
But honour, juſtice, duty to my king, | 
Shall wield ay Word, and lead to fonts ame. [Exits 


= 


* 


* 


L 2. | SCENE: 
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DON JUAN pz FAILLA and DONNA MARIA. 
Don Joan. 


Fisr of thy ſen thou miſtreſs of my heart 
Not all Heſperia can boaſt a fair 
So amiably ſoft, diſcreet and wiſe ; 
With ſuch a firm, heroic, noble ſoul, 
Why ſhould a tear bedew thy lovely check ? 
Mana. 
I ſee diſtreſs on every fide I turn; 
Some fad dejection marks the ſoldiers brow ; 
Though veterans in arms, they fear the king, 
And tremble at the frown of majeſty :— 
The nobles all, though emulous of fame, 
Are jealous, proud—are turbulent and raſh— 
The people fierce, yet ever prone to change. 
Today the cap of liberty's toſs d up— 
Tomorrow torn and given to the winds, 
And all their leaders, by the fickle throng E 
r oO "I 
Don Juan. OY 
— weakneſs of thy ſex, 1 
Let me beſeech thee never to deſpair ;j— 
Support thy courage, arm thy noble mind— 
Sure never more did thy Padilla need 
Thy wiſdom, counſel, fortitude and zeal, 
To animate amidſt ten thouſand cares. 
But my firm purpoſe never can be ſhook ; | 
While life glows warm within my beating breaſt, 
I will defend, againſt the proudeſt foe, 


The liberties of Spain, my country's rights. 


— 


Mania, 


. 
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Mana 8 1 


So dangerous a foe has Spain ne'er er ſeen . 
Since from the brindled North, the ſavage hords 


Pour d from their frozen hives, where gendering ſtorms 
C ͤ 1 CUTIES: | 


Dox Juan. 

We have been free e er fince the mighty Gos, 
In barb'rous ſwarms, compell'd the peaceful fwain ' 
To bare his breaſt, and meet the ſtrangers ſword ; 
The raw and hardy peaſants of the field, 

Train'd up to arms, inur'd to feats of war, 

Op'd their full veins, and waſh d in native gore 
The field, the village, and their father's tombs, 
Ere they eſtabliſh'd liberty and peace. 

Their ancient viftories ſhall be recall'd 

By the warm fluid from Don Juan's heart, 

Ere he II ſubmit to drag about this ſhell 
Through nature's ſyſtem, as an uſeleſs drone, 
Or live the ſlave of any ve power. 


Mania. 
O Heaven forkid |—aocr daſh my country's hopes 3: 
Or premature, cut down before the noon | 
A life of glory and heroic worth, 
And blaſt ſucceſs, while virtue lifts the Sera. 


Don Jvan. 
Sure life protracted is a vulgar wiſh, 
Unleſs ſome noble end blows up the flame. 
Maria. 
Spite of myſelf, I have betray'd a tear ; 
But feel my courage brighten by thy ide ; 
Nor ſhall the weakneſs of my ſex again, 
Create a fear that may diſturb thy peace. 


—— 


. 
* = % 
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Don Juan. 

Haſte back, my love, leſt ſome miſhap befal ; : 
The good Zemora guards Toledo's gates 
With vigilance and faith ;—there thou art ſaſe. 
Protect my ſon, and guard his infant year:; 
In his young boſom nurture every truth, 

Till ripen'd worth and manly virtue glow, 
And mark him thine and thy Padilla's ſon. 
The haſty moments fly—I muſt away— 

I riſque a battle on the morning dawn. 


MARIA. 
O may we meet again with brighter hopes — 
N "Don Juan. 


We meet again with glory and renown— 
Or, meet no more. ; 
| Maria. 
— Or meet no more 
The dread idea ſtiffens every nerve. 
: Don Jvan. 

Let no ill omen'd word eſcape thy lip. 
Fair:freedom ftands, and waves her-laurel bigh ; 
She, on the acme of her burniſh'd throne, "I 
Shall hail the morrow with applauding ſhouts, . 
And greet Maria, as the guardian queen 
Of union, peace, and liberty.to Spain. 


1 


-. 


[ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


THE LADIES OF CASTILE. 


"22, 


DON JUAN d PADILLA and DON PEDRO. | 


Pups. 
39 , 


Torneo W pendant ſkies, 


And kiſs the winds, and hail the work begun : 
I ficken for the ſignal to the field, 
When a deciſive confli&t muſt enſue ;© 


I burn, I languifh, till the tyrant falls, 


With all the Batt'refs that ſurround his throne, | 


; Dow Jvan, | 
Be temperate in words, but bold in deeds ; 


Moſt men are brave till courage has been try d, 
And boaſt of virtue till their price is known > : 


But thirſt of gold the curſed thirſt of 

Which plunder'd Mexico of all its wealth, 
And broil'd her valadt ſons in queſt of 427 
Is a ſeverer tyrant of the mind, 


Than coarſer vice that mark'd our Auer Hate, 


Ere cruel Spain explor'd that diſtant world. 
Then golden bribes corrupted not A 
No ſon of Caſtile, or of Arragon, © 

E'er ſold his honour, or relinquiſh' d fame, 
For ſoft refinements that flow in with wealth, 
Nor ſtoop'd to wur the liv'ry of a flave. 


PzDRO. 
Let not a coward, or a knave be ſpar'd, 


Who rende bis LKK. 


"Oe. 


* THE LADIES or CASTILE: 


Don Juan. 

Tomorrow gives a glorious teſt oſ worth; 
Courage will ſhine conſpicuouſly bright, 
Or guilt may ſhake and daſh the-nerveleſs arm, 
That draws a fword to maſſacre the brave: 

Pepro. 

Virtue's fair image then will thield thy head, 

And animate the man who dare be free. 


9 | [Fourifh of nine, and alarm withour. 
5 Don Juan... 5 

The hoſtile clarion ſummons to the field. Sa 

PDO greatly agitated... , | 


Hah !—pale and trembling at the trumpet's. ſound l—. . 
Pedro, haſte on, and take thy deſtin'd poſt, 
*Twill lead to glory, conqueſt, and to fame ; 
To ſure renown; if valour guides thy arm; 
But certain infamy, diſgrace and death,. 
If treaſon lurks beneath the guiſe of zeal. 

2 Don ne 

Don Pzpro, folus. 
Curſe on Don Jpan's penetrating eye— 
He's prob'd my ſoul—ſuſpets I am -a-villain ;— 
*Tis true that envy. of his fame at ficſt, | 
Bound the bright helmet on Don Pedro's brow, 
And not the bubble freedom—empty name !— 
_ *Tis all a puff—a viſionary dream 
That kindles up this patriotic flame ;, 
*Tis rank ſelf love, conceal d beneath a maſk. * 
Of public good. The hero's brain inflates— | 4 
He cheats himſelf by the falſe medium, 
Held in virtue's guiſe, till he believes it juſt : 
But the vile rabble—the plebeian race, 
Made for the yoke, bend like the ſervile mule, 
a mankind were made for ſlaves to power: 
A waren 
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A-waxen pillar in the central point 
Of ſol's meridian beams, melts not ſo faſt, 
As will their army waſte by court intrigues, 
By fraud, by bribes, by flattery and fear - 
A ſlow campaign enſures ſucceſs to Charles 
A weak, plebeian, diſcontented band, 
Will ſoon grow weary, and deſert their chiefs. 
I will retard, embarraſs, and delay; 
Sow diſcord round, while they inactive lie: 
Then fly ſecure to Don Urano's roof. 
My fire deteſts this noiſy factious rout, 
And opes his arms to welcome my return; 
And Don Velaſco pays a noble price— | 
His price would bribe a prince to quit his crown. | 
Let nations ſink—poſterity be thrall'd— 5 
Vice reign triumphant liberty expire 5 | 
May I but humble haughty Juan's pride, 
And gain Louiſa—as — bleſs'd reward. | 


The prince's favour, and his father's love, 
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CONDE HARO and LOUISA.—(Dz Haro arn'd and 
- equiye for battle.} . -_ 


| 4 - 


Lovis. | 


Aras my brother !— 
Already arm'd—the burniſh'd helmet on !\— 
The hoſtile trump awakes from broken ſleep 
Before the bird of morn has hail'd the day. 

Falſe glory throbs within thy beating breaſt— 
Thy lifted ſword diſplays its whetted point, 8 
Not to diſpel the fierce, barbarian Moor, 

Or chaſe the alien from theſe blighted ſhores : 
It wounds the fonn——the —„ 


De Haro. 
Upbraid me not—nor ſharpen thus the pangs 
That rankle here, and wound thy brother's breaſt. 
Words cannot paint—nor can Louiſa feel, 
The agonizing pains that pierce my heart. 
Lovisa. 
What can diſturb the hero arm'd for fame 


Aaticipate the glory he purſues. 
Di Hazo. | 
The ſecret dies within De Haro's breaſt, 
Unleſs ſome ſtrange, fortuitous event, 
Should heal my heart, and reinſtate my peace. . 


THE LADIES OF CASTILE. 
Lovisa. 3 
O might I weep my weary life away, 
And cloſe mine eyes on miſery at large 
Yet I could bear my griefs tenfold enhanc'd, 
If this might heal, or mitigate thy pain, 5 
Or ſooth the anguiſh of a brother's heart. 
Dz Hazxo. _ 
Bear up thyſelf againſt the ſtorms of life— 
The ſharpen'd pangs of diſappointed love. 
Lovisa. | 
Canſt thou forgive th' involuntary ſigh, 
The ſtarting tear—that, as an April morn, - 
Pours down in torrents and obſcures hs fam 7 
Dr Haro. 
I know the ſecret thorn that wounds thy peace, 


Lovisa. 
I would conceal the weakneſs of my heart; 
Yet not from thee—but from a ſterner eye. 


D Hazo. 
Bluſh not, Louiſa—'tis a noble flame, 
And Francis virtues merit all thy love. 


Lovis. 

Yet he's thy foe—the brother and the friend. 
Of noble Juan—and can this lead thy hand— + 
This gentle hand—bath'd in a ſiſter's tears, 
To plunge thy dagger in a hero's breaſt, 

From whence may ruſh a moſt exalted ſoul, 
Adorn'd with every grace that wins the heart, 


Or dignifies _ man ? 
Di Hako. 


Great ſouls form d in the ſame etherial _ 
Are ne'er W different paths 


As 
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Of glory may purſue, with equal zeal ; 
Yet not a cruel, or malignant thought, 
Or rancorous deſign, deform the mind. 
I much eſteem Don Juan and his friends, 
But numerous ties engag'd my ſword to Charles, 
And gratitude had bound the buckler on, 
Ere I was nam'd the champion in his cauſe : 
Yet if ſucceſs my loyal purpoſe crobns, 
Mercy ſhall ſpare, where juſtice don't condemn ; 
Believe Louiſa, not Don Francis' life 
Is more thy care than it ſhall be my own. 
Lovisa. 
The indiſcriminating arrow flies, 
And often wounds where friendſhip's arm would ſave ; 
Shoul4 war's uncertain chance make him thy captive— 
De Haxo. 
The monarch and the laws muſt then decide. 


Lovis. 

My bleeding heart anticipates my fate: 
Oh 1. what a bubble tis, ye glory call 
Miſtaken name—a phantom of the brain, 
That leads the hero on to leap the bounds 
Of every ſocial tie—till blood—till death, 
Spreads horror over nature's frighted face 
Ambition rears. his fierce and furious fang— 
Ia grizly treſſes jealouſy attends— 
Till diſcord reigns, and civil fury burns, 
And arms the ſon againſt a father's life, 
Or plants a poignard in a dearer heart. 
Oh ! how ſeverely mark'd my hapleſs fate ; 
The beſt of brothers whets the dagger's point— 
The fondeſt huſband wields the ſharpen'd lance, 
And both are aim'd at ſad Louiſa's breaſt, 

| p De 
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De Haro. 
Thy huſband !—hah—raſh maid— 
Lov1sa. 
Yes—by each ſacred tie. 
Thus incoherent my diſtracted prayer, 
Prophanes the altar when to God I bow ; 
I ſtart—I tremble—leſt kind heaven grant 
The boon I aſk. Affrighted at myſelf, 
I call it back, and quick revoke my wiſh, . 
Leſt it involve me in ſupreme diftreſs. 
[ Trumpets and martial muſic without. 
D Hazo. 
A day decides—the trumpet ſounds to arms; 
Tomorrow will diſcloſe new ſcenes of woe, | 
Or ope the gates to happineſs and peace. 8 
Louis A- i 
My heart's too full—it bends me to the grave: 
My anger d fire ſuſpects— he ſolemn moves, 
Majeſtically grave—with awful brow, 
And chides ſevere whene'er I meet his eye ; p 
Oh !—could I hide forever from his frown !— 


[Exeunh 
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SCENE H. 
DON VELASCO and DONNA LOUISA. 


VELASCO«s 


Foxp fooliſh maid—what ſecret guilt's conceal'd,. 
That thus in tears—all penſive and alone, 
Thou ſeek'ſt to hide, e en from a father's eye 


Lovis. 

Alas ! I weep for human woes at large. 
I weep my country and my hapleſs friends. 
Man, the vile ſport of reſtleſs paſſion, roves 
Through ſad.inquietudes and painful cares, 
Till his ambition ſets the world on fire. 

Mongſt all the ills that hover o'er mankind, . 
Unfeign'd, or fabled, in the poet's page, 
The blackeſt ſcrawl the ſiſter furies hold, 
For red ey'd wrath, or malice to fill up, . 
Is incomplete to ſum up human woe; 
Till civil diſcord, {till a darker fiend, | 
Stalks forth unmaſk'd from his infernal den, 
With mad AleQo's torch in his right hand 
To light the flame, and rend the ſoul of nature, 

VELASCO 

But moſt of all, a daughter is a curſe, | 
Whene'er ſhe lets her wanton thoughts run looſe. 
Weak maid retire—in thy apartment hide, 
Nor dare to ſhew thy weeping face abroad, 
*Till war ſhall ceaſe, and buſineſs gives me time 
To crown thy nuptials with a noble lord, 
To whom thou art betroth'd—who claims thy hand ; - - 
3 1 


* 
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Thou ſhalt be his—when from the field are chas'd 
Theſe bold conſpirators I've pledg'd my faith. 
Louis. 
Let * Louiſa wake compaſſion up. 
[ Falls on ber nee. 
Revoke thy vow, and let me live a maid. 


_ Vrtasco. 
Both by the hoſt, and by St. Peter's key, 
I've ſworn, nor will revoke my plighted faith ;. 
Prepare thyſelf for wedlock's ſacred vows ; 
One week completes the matrimonial tie. 


Lovisa. 
O let me live in ſome dark hermitage,- 
Or in ſome gloomy cell—I'll cloiſter'd die, 
But can't this once obey my father's will. 
[Lovis trembling and faint—"VELASCO, 
enraged, leads her off. _ 


WF -4 % &@ 8 % 


D@N JUAN pz PADILLA and DON FRANCIS. 


FRANCIS. 


Ara S | my lord, an unexpected blow 1 
But thou'rt prepar'd for all that fate can do, 
Too great to fear—too good to be diſmay d 
* . 
Dow Juan. 
So well I know the ſhifting tide. of life, 
I'm not appall'd whene'er its ebb runs off, 


And leaves man ſhallow'd on the oo ſtrand- 
M 2 FRANCIS: 


PX 
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FRANCIS. 

Tordeſilas is ſeiz'd—the queen betray'd— 

Don Pedro fled, and join'd the emperor's troops. 
Don Juan. G 

No genuine faith, or patriotic worth, 
Had ere a place in his corrupted breaſt. 

While juſtice holds the golden ſcales aloft, 
And weighs our glorious cauſe with equal hand, 
And bids each valiant chief ſupport her claim, 
Needleſs the aid of Pedro's daſtard arm. 


FRANCIS. 

High heav'n in wrath ſupports the royal cauſe, 
And gives ſucceſs o'er Charles's foreign foes ; 
E'en Solyman the great, fatigu'd with war, 

Of Muſtapha afraid, ſighs to return 

To Roxalana's captivating charms, 

Agrees a truce, and leaves th' Hungarian plains. 
Dor Juan. 

Reſentful, brave, and nurs'd in valour's ſchool, 
Francis ſtill waits him at the Pavian gate. 

FRANCIS. 

The king ef France, whoſe evil ſtars combine 

To give his rival empire o'er the world, 
Has loſt a battle at the Pavian gate, 
And languiſhes a priſoner to Charles. 

Don Juan. 

Hah !—is Francis made the fickle ſport of a ? 
A ruder game the wanton never play'd, 

To ſtrip the wreaths, and blaſt a monarch's fame. 


_ * Muſt Gallia's generous, brave and valiant king, 


Do homage for his crown at Charles's feet? 
If victory deglares on freedom's ſide, 
My arm ſhall aid in all his juſt demands. 


a 


, Ere 
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Ere Ferdinand had ſeiz'd the neighbouring crowns, , 
He form'd a ſyſtem to enſtave mankind : 
But Charles improves on his deſpotic plan; 
Yet one campaign, one ſignal victory gain'd, 
May ſhake the tyrant from his triple throne, 
And once again, o'er the European world, 
Relight the torch by tyranny obſcur'd,g, 

But if his cruel ſword at laſt prevails, 
Europe will bleed from Tagus to the Scheld, 
Beneath his barb'rous perſecuting race. by 
We then muſt ſtrike one bold deciſive blow; 
The rights of man were reſcu'd by the ſword, 
From Nimrod down to Cæſar or to Charles 

on this moment and rejoin the troops. 
FRANCIS. 

At freedom's pedeſtal I've laid my hopes, 
The brighteſt boon of life—my promis'd bride— 
My lov'd Louiſa's charms ;—to be her lord, 
1 would not riot in her arms a ſlave. [ Exit FRANCIS. 


SCENE IV. 
DON JUAN pz PADILLA, /olwus. 


. Don JuAX. — 


Tunis day decides, and gives the world to Charles, 
And plunges Spain in darkneſs and deſpair; 
Enwraps the mind in ſuperſtition's veil, 
While freedom dies on his all conquering ſwerd ; 
Or ſpreads victorious her expanded wing, 
And ſhrouds the rights which reaſon lends to man. 


1 give. 


* 
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I give my life a cheerful ſacrifice ; 

*Tis a juſt debt my country may demand. . 

And if I fall in ſuch a glorious cauſe, 

I'll boaſt my lot ;—let future pens record 

Don Juan's arm once ſhook a tyrant's throne. 

*Twas on the ſpot; where now Toledo ſtands 

Our anceſtors defeated Pompey's troops ; 

And in the height of Rome's exalted fame, 

Numantia's plains have ſmok'd with Roman blood. 

E'en in the zenith of republic pride, ; 

The virtuous Scipio found it no mean taſk, 

To ſubjugate Numantia's warlike ſons ;- 

Nor does our blood ſo cold and languid run, 

That we have not the courage to be free. 

The loan of life I only hold a boon, 

When freedom lights to glory and to fame; 

But when ſhe ſits beneath a naked ſhrine, 

With moſs grown treſſes o'er her furrow'd brow, , 

And lays her aurels at a tyrant's feet, 

Let vulgar ſouls embrace the ſervile chains, 

And adulation baſk in courtly ſmiles, 

*Till liberty herſelf expires in tears.— 

My fpirit's unſubdu'd<T'lI ne'er ſubmit: 
I yet mult play a noble, glorious game, 
That ſhakes the ſceptre, or ſecures a grave. 
A 

Xit. 


SCENE 


— 
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Shouts of vifory, Burry and confuſion. DONNA MARIA, 


MARIA. 


Tus clarion roars and ſeatter d parties fly, 
Confuſion, tumult, hurry and diſmay, 
O'erſpread each guilty face. 

What mean the rumours that afſail my ear ?— 
Throw down. their arms—as cowards fly the field |— 
Could the brave Cortes thus forſake their lord 
My throbbing heart augurs a thouſand ills, 

That ſhake my frame and terrify my ſoul, 

As if I ſaw their new flown ghoſts advance, 
Juſt reeking from the carnage of the field; 
Yet feel within a manly force of mind 
Urging to deeds heroic. and ſublime, . 

Which but to name, one half my timid ſex, 
Would fall the victims of their own deſpair. * 

I ſcorn the feeble ſoul that cannot brave, | 
With magnanimity, the ſtorms of life. 2 
Then why diſturb'd with theſe ill omen'd fears 
Yet what am I, if my Padilla falls ?t— 

Ah ! if the daſtard citizens have-fled— 

Juſt anger'd heaven ſurely has decreed 

That on the point of Charles's conquering ſword, . 
Each veſtige of their ancient rights ſhould die. 

I'll wander down to yonder darkfome grove, 

(And proſtrate fall before th" etherial king, 
Who holds his empire. o'er a jarring world, 
Makes peace. and freedom ſmile at his command, 
Or the fell tyrant's ſuffer d to ſucceed, 


” To- 
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To chain the will, or manacle the mind ;) 
There will I calm my agitated breaſt, 
Dry off thoſe tears which, ſtarting, have betray d 
The ſoften'd weakneſs of a female mind. 


Enter SOCIA. 


SOCIA. 
Fly, deareſt lady —ſave thyſelf and fon— 
And let the faithful Socia guard thy ſteps. 
MARIA. 
Is all then loſt—and is Don Juan flain ?— 
Tell the whole tale, and ſet my ſoul on fire, 
* Ere yet it freeze with agony and doubt. 
: SOCIA._ 
Haſte, my dear miſtreſs—fly theſe cruel ſcenes 
Of murder, rapine, perfidy and blood. 
The routed troops, with haſty frighted ſteps, 
All backward tread, nor could Don Juan's zeal, 
His valour, virtue, fortitude or fame, 
Subdue their fears and rally them again, 0 
* Nor damp the ardour of the hot purſuit. f 


Maria. 
And does he live to glut their barb'rous rage? 
Or did ſome ſeraph catch the hero's breath, 
His lateſt ſigh to ſee his country free, 
And gently waft his kindred ſoul away ? 
SOCIA. 
Our foes may boaſt that victory was theirs ; 
But royal ranks lie weltering on the plain 
Where Juan's blood has mark'd the glorious ſpot. 
Yet loſe no time, for hither haſtes a guard 
To ſeize and drag to Cond® Haro's tent 
The wife and infant of my much lov'd lord. 


e 


Firg e 


MARIA. 
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MARIA. 

Alas 1 my child—my ſon—my darling boy 1 
The faireſt virtues beam in his young eye; 
Each dawning grace fits blooming on his cheek, 
And ſpeaks him heir of all his father's fame. 
Shall he, an orphan on the world be toſs'd, | . 
And loſe his name among a group of ſlaves? 
Forbid it, heaven !—a mother's fears | 
Shall not diſarm my heart. 


SOCIA. 
I, thought the ſtrength of thy ſuperiour mind 
Could nobly brave the worſt that fate could do. 


MaRk1aA. 
It ſhall—come, lead me on— 

To my Padilla's tomb 

His clay cold corpſe I'll bathe in ſtreams of blood, 
Drawn from his foes, and ſprinkled o'er his grave. ' 
The cypreſs gloom, in dark fix'd ſhades ſhall bow, 
And weeping willows drop a ſilent tear, 

Till rolling years ſee the laſt ſands run out, 
When wither'd Time throws down his uſeleſs glaſs, 
And ſhrouds beneath eternity's big orb. 


SOCIA. 

If thou would'ſt be more wretched than thy lord, 

Then weep and linger—thoughtleſs of thy ſon. 
MARIA. 

Go, bring him hither—rob'd in funeral pomp— | 
Attended by my rgtinue and guards; 
I will not fly Toledo yet is ſtrong : 

Maria ne'er will drag a wretched life, 


To wail Don Juan's fate in vulgar grief : # 
Nor yet in ſlavery meet a lingering death, 
Bereath a tyrant's foot. 

T will 
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I will avenge my lord 
Though the rough ſurges in loud tempeſts roar, 
Till the rude billows meet the lowering clouds 
I never will deſpair, till my ſoul flies 
And mixes with the bold exalted ſhades, 
| The ſtern brow d ſpirits of the feudal lords 
3 Who now bend down, and frowning from the ſkies, 
Chide back their daſtard ſons to take the field, 
: Bravely to fight—to conquer or to die. 


SOCIA. 
My heart miſgives—I my thy raſh reſolve, 
Let I obey. 5 [Exit Socia. 
Manzs. 


Ye powers who fit in judgment o'er the world, 
Or ye malignant fiends who blaſt our hopes, 
Grant Charles's reſtleſs ſoul may be condemn'd 

With Siſyphus to roll in endleſs pain, 

Up the Tartarean hill—the load of empire 
That envy'd bauble which mankind adore ; 
Then drag him down, ſucceſsleſsly to weep, 

This ſhadow hunted long in human blood. lu 


F | ACT 
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Guards acroſs the Stage.—Paſs . 
DON VELASCO and CONDE HARO. 


DR Haro. 


'To ſee my country bleed, diſtracts my ſoul ; 
But ſuffering virtue moves the gods themſelves. 
I muſt implore my father's lenient hand 
To hold ſuſpended yet the priſoner's fate, 
Until the emperor himſelf arrives :— 
His clemency may fix his royal power, 
And make him worthy of the crown he wears. 
A pardon granted to the good and brave 
Will bind their faith by gratitude and grace. 


VELASCO. : 

The laws have fix'd their ſignet on their fate; 
Nor will I pauſe, or heſitate between, 
The wide extremes of pity and revenge. 
Did conſcience melt, and bid me ſpare their lives, 
I'd ſpurn her back—bid the rude phantom fly, 
And ceaſe to check me in my fix d deſign 
They die tomorrow ere the ſun retires. 


De Haro. 
I plight my ſword, my honour, faith and life, 
. Thoſe facred ſanctions that bind inen of worth, 
That Francis* pardon, or Don Juan's life, 


Don Juan and Don Francis in Chains, led by the 


N c Shall 
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Shall not impede the glory of the king, 
Nor cauſe new ruptures, or diſturb the realm. 


VELASCO. 


The block's prepar'd-by juſtice” „ 


De Haro. 
Let pity touch thy breaft—let innocence— 
Let infant tears—let virgin forrow plead— 
And let the matron's grief torn boſom urge 


A huſband's cauſe :—O ſpare Padilla's life |— * 


VELASCO. 
And does my ſon—the glory of his houſe, 
Stand half diſſolv d by pity's ſoftening tear? 
Dx Haro. 
There is a ſecret cauſe I dare not name, 
That yet might ſoften a fond father's heart. 
VIIASsco. 
This curſed cauſe alas ! too long conceal'd, 


Unbends thy purpoſe, and unmans thy arm. 
Louiſa knows her ſecret guilt's betray'd ; 


Her trembling ſteps too weak to bear her there, 


I yeſterday confin'd her to her room ; 
Bade-her paepare to pay her nuptial vows 
To one I'd choſen for her rightful lord, 
To fave her honour from a wanton love. 


Dr Haro. 
Do not precipitate the lovely maid, 
But gently lead with a paternal hand ; 1 
And let time heal her agitated breaſt. 


VELASCO. 
Stay not to prattle here for pardoning grace. 
Though weeping maids, or aged fires combin d, 
Or liſping infants join the matron's ters 


- 
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To plead their cauſe, my reſolution's fix'd : 
Theſe outcaſts of the world ſhall be cut off, 
As nature's ſhreds, and blotted out of time. 
Dz Haro. 
Then I repair to viſit and conſole 
Afflicted worth ia its extreme diſtreſs. 


VELASCO. 


Go, take thy leave—ſalute thy treacherous friends, 
Ere my right hand hall ſend them to the ſhades. 
[ Exeunt, 


' - . 


SCENE H. 


DON JUAN bz PADILLA, folus.—ls Prifer, 


Dox Jvan. 


Tun dignity may acquieſe in ills, 
None can foreſee, nor value can repel ; 


Meekneſs becomes the Chriftian and the man, 
Nor leſs the hero, when his God decrees 
The palm of victory to a ſtronger hand. 

Here mimic juftice rears his ſcaffold nich 
I feel the knife already at my throat ; | 
Death is the certain doom — FO 
To learn to die is an heroic work :— 
But thus to die an ignominious death— 
Without a trial, or the forms of law, 


Pronounc'd a traitor—hurry'd from the ſtage— 


Torn from exiſtence as an uſeleſs worm, 


By a baſe, vile, aſſaſſinating hand, 
Fires all my ſoul with fury and revenge. 
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Had I have met my fate at Villabar, 
And as a ſoldier fell, and mix'd my blood 
With the rich ſtream that yeſterday pour d off, 
(While freedom's genius ſtoop'd and drop'd a tear, 
And held a golden urn in her right hand, 
To catch the fluid from each gaping wound, 
And rear'd her altar on the field of fame ;) 
I'd died content, and ſpurn'd this nether world, 
And glori'd in the deathleſs name I left :— 
But, though tomorrow ſevers me from time, 
My ſoul is firm :—1 view this little globe 
Hung on a ſingle, half extinguiſh'd point :— 
That's not the ſting which barbs the hand of death, 
But my Maria—my lov'd, my virtuous wife :— 
Oh ! could oblivion wrap her from my thoughts 
Until we meet where ſouls are free indeed. 


Enter CONDE HARO. 

Hah ! who bepds this way ?—the Conde Haro— 

Rank cowardice in guilt's gigantic garb !— 

Has victory eras'd the noble flame 

Of ſympathy in thine heroic breaſt, 

That thou can'ſt wiſh, mid'ſ glory and applauſe, 

To taſte the triumph of inferna! minds, © 

And thus inſult e en in the pangs of death? 
Ds Haro. . 

Far other thoughts pervade my friendly breaſt. 
Though in the field, the king commands my 2. 
My heart I give to virtue in diſtreſs. 

Though warmly urg'd thy pardon or reprieve, 
Velaſco's will, inexorably ſtern, | 

Has fix'd the moment that completes thy date. 
What can I more—to ſooth thy wounded mind ? 
| Say—doſt thou wiſk to ſee thy lov'd Maria 


Or 
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Or pour a bleſſing on the infant head 
Of thy young ſon, and bid a laſt adieu 
But if this tender ſcene's too big with grief, 
Then write whate er conjugal love inſpires, - 
Or the paternal heart would wiſh to fay : 
De Haro's honour is the pledge of truth; 
I'll facredly tranſmit the precious charge, 
Nor ſhall a mortal eye profane the ſeals... 
Don Jvax. 
Too generous De Haro !—my full heart, 
In tears of blood, ſhall mark my gratitude ; 
And my laſt breath its benediction pour 
On worth—on glory—dignify'd as thine, - 
With all that's noble in a human ſoul. p 
But ah !—too flattering to ſuch a wretch— 
To ſee Maria once, is fancy'd Bliſs 
The Deity has plac'd beyond my reach. 
De Haro. 
A faithful friend ſhall lead thee ſafely on, 
Ny ſword—my veſt my helmet, thy defence 
If any curious prying eye purſues, 
Or aſks thy errand, or demands thy name, 
Pauſe not, nor ſpeak, but ſhew De Haro's ſeal. 
But on the moment that the midnight bell 
Strikes its laſt note, and grates thy wounded ear, 
With the ſevereſt pang thou yet haſt felt, 
Thou muſt return—and when we meet again, 
If one baſe thought has cer deform'd my foul. 8 
[ Herries of Don Juan in his own babiz. 
[Exeont 
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SCENE. II. 


DON VELASCO and DONNA LOUISA. 
| 7 i 


VELASCO. 


. Paxksuurruous maid—how durſt thou diſo- 
. bey, 
And ruſh abroad, amid tumultuous ſcenes, 
And riſque the wrath of an offended fire ? 


Lo vis. 
Excuſe, my lord, this haſty, bold intruſion ; 
The boon I aſk admits of no delay. 


3 Lovis. 

What means this daring importuning girl ? 
What brought thee to the threſhold of a jail ? 
Thy trembling geſtures and thy frighted mein, 
Are ſad preſages that relieve thy tongue 
Ere it betrays ſome buld accurs'd requeſt, 


Louis. 

All gracious fire, whoſe goodneſs I adore, 
Thus on my bended knee, my bleeding heart, 
Sweli'd with its gratitude, as if *twould burſt, 
Intreats thee once to hear Don Francis ſpeak, 
Ere thy lip dooms to death the braveſt man. 

VIaIASco. | 

What i int'reſt haſt thou in a rebel life, 7 
That mus in tears —in agonies of grief— 

In v of woe, thou pleadeſt for Don Francis ? 
Lovisa. 
The firſt impreſſion of my early youth, 


Thing bn — and my in ant heart, 


Taught 
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Taught ma to love —whate er G lov'd= _ 
Her brother. 
VELASCO. 
dies, as her huſband ſhall ; 
Nor will thy tears retard the blow | 
Due to a traitor's crimes. | 


Lovrsa. 
Oh ! grant an audience ere his fate is feal'd, 
VELASCO. 
Think not I am deceiv'd, audacious maid ! 
Tis not a childiſh fondneſs for Maria 
Wakes up a zeal that miſbecomes thy ſex— , 
Tis baſer paſſions foſter d in thy ſoul ; | 
Don Francis is the object of thy love: 
Thy quick blood flows, and looſe deſires now play . 
About thy heart, and wanton in thy eye ; 
Yet ſenſe of ſhame, ſtill burns thy redden'd cheek, 
And cinders the ſmooth bluſh of innocence ; ; 
But I've the means to cool thy hot brain'd flame, 
And from diſgrace my family retrieve. 


Louis. 
Oh! * Louiſa—ſave thy hapleſs child 


VELASCO. ' 

Think not to melt my rigid purpoſe down; 
Forbear to practiſe hackney'd female arts, 
Thy ſex's tears have ruin'd half mankind. 

My heart near burſts whene'er I bend my eye 
On fach a worthleſs fragment of my houſe : 
But for Zelinda's image on thy brow 

I'd ſpurn at once from my indignant foul 
The lying ſemblance of fo fair a form. 


* 
33 
*s : . * - 
x 
a” * 
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Louis. a 
By the dear mem'ry of that ſainted name 
Forgive her daughter's"agony of ſoul. 
Zelinda, oh !—compaſſionate my woes 
| Look down, bleſs'd ſaint, from thy divine abode, . 
= And teach my fire to pity thy Louiſa. 
„ ; VELASCO. 
While guilt hangs on thy baſe degen rate lip, 
Durſt thou appeal to purity itſelf ?z— 
| Lovis. | 
| This keen reproach diſtracts my tortur'd ſoul— 
A thought unworthy of Zelinda's ſelf, 
Ne'er found a place in. this my ſpotleſs heart. 
Eater DON PEDRO. 
. VELASCO. | 
Then will I now beſtow thee caſte agd pures 
And bleſs the noble Pedro. with thy hand ; 
Thou art his bride—bound by my ſolemn oath, 
A juſt reward for loyalty and faith. 
Lovisa. - 


| Now all ye powers of earth and heaven, ſave 
From this laſt ſtroke—this worſt of human ills !— 


* PepRroO.. 


* 
1 am too bleſs d, by ſuch an heavenly gift. 


Louisa. 
Revoke thy ſentence—ſnatch me from perdition 
Or let me die with him my heart adores. 


{ Sinks on ber knee before ber father, W 
VzLAasco. 


I've gone too far—yet there's ſome curs'd deſign, - 
Some myſtery conceal'd—that neither ſhe, 


Nor yes De Haro's bold and dauntles,tongue, - 


47.0 


* 
— 
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Dare ope before an injur'd father's eye, 
Poor lifeleſs maid—ſure ſhe's not dead; 
| [ Lays bis hand on ber forchead. 
She almoſt wakes compaſſion in my breaſt : 
But let my ear be deaf—my heart be ſear'd 
To every ſoft ſenſation of the ſoul, 
„Till infamy is wip'd from off my houſe. 


PzDRO. 

Spare her awhile, and let the ſtorm ſubſide ; 
The mind that's ſoften'd thus by love and grief, 
Muſt, like the babe of innocence, be lull'd 
And gently ſooth'd, and fondled into peace. 

; [ Raiſes, and holds Lovis in bis arms. 

See, ſhe revives—ſpeak ſoft and kindly 

To the charming mid. 


Lovis. a 
The tardy hand of death till lengthens out 
A life of woe——Hah ! where am I— 
[ Opens her eyes and finds berſelf in PxDR 0's 
arms—ſbrieks, and flarts from him. 
On earth—the grave—in hades—or in hell ?— 
Art thou the fiend chain'd to my frighted ſoul, - , 
To add new tortures to the ſhades below 


VELASCO. _ | b 
Be calm, thou frantic girl {[S:ops, and holds ber. 
Nor thus enrag'd fly from thy huſband's arma. 
| Lovisa. 
Was I the price, for which at Villabar, 
That perjur'd wight, betray d and ſold his friends? 
Go, minion I traitor | hide thy guilty head, 1 
Thy country bluſhes that ſhe gave thee birth. 
. ; Viiasco. 
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| VELASCO. 
Reſpect becomes thy lip—he is thy lord j— 
Louis. 
As much as does my ſoul abhor his name, 


If poſſible, 1 more deſpiſe than hate, 
The infamous—the cowardly Don Pedro. 


VELASCO. 6 
Pedro, retire—T'll bend her to thy will 
She ſhall be thine—thou art my ſon— * 


By all the ſaints and angels I adore, 
This eve ſhall ſolemnize the nuptial rights ; 
Ere Francis dies—let eonſummation crown 
nn 2871 
| | Pe LE PzDRO» 
Lovis. : 
„Alas ! my fire—Oh ! let religion plead :— 
Forgive thy child, and bleſs me ere I die. 
Pardon the med of my daring ſoul : 
But ere I yield, 1'11 bare my filial breaſt, 
Meet the drawn dagger's point, and kiſs the poignard 
In my father's hand—uplift in wrath, ® 
Its edge to bury in this ſpotleſs breaſt— 
A breaſt replete with duty and reſpet— 
With every ſentiment that heaven requires, 
Or to paternal or conjugal love 
From thy fond daughter, or Don Francis WN 
- VELasco. | 
Don Francis” wife Heaven blaſt my cars !— — 
Lovis. 
His wife — his wedded wife — 
Nor let the grave, the ſacred tie diſſolve: 
By the ſame ſanction let us periſh both, _ 
Or both be bleſs'd, and b pardon live. 
: y 5 7 thy VELASES. 


9 
# 
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VzLAsCo. 

Could my Louiſa proſtitute her fame 
In a mad fit of wanton love, entail 
Diſgrace eternal, on the illuſtrious name 
Of Don Velaco —-abandon d girl 
Then take my ſword, and uſe it as ye liſt; 
Thy paramour this moment meets the death 
Thy perfidy extorts and his deſerves. [Exit VELasco, 


SCENE x. 
Street before Dox Juan's Houſe, 
DON JUAN Bz PADILLA axd DON FRANCIS. 


Dox Juan. 


Fxixxp of my early youth-my brave Don 
Francis 


Unlike the world —a friend in fortune 's wane ; 
Thou haſt a ſoul that dares to mix with grief, 
And kindly feek'ſt thy wretched ſiſter out 

To ſooth the anguiſh of extreme diſtreſs. 

But how did'ſ thou eſcape thy gloomy cell — 
Or by what means elude the watchful guard) 


5 Fax cis. 

In ſables clad, my face bedew'd with tears, 
The guards ſuppos'd I was thy noble ſire, 
Who had permiſſion to embrace his ſon, 
Ere death had ſeal'd an heirleſs father's woe. 
But on parole, I have De Haro's leave | 
To fly to Charles, and in Velaſco's name, 
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To ſue for FC, PH the emperor's hand, a 
And claim my bride by his Zelinda's ring :— 
He gave me both his ſignet and command, 
And bade me on-the moment haſte away ; 
The next he ſaid perhaps betray'd to death, 
I caught the letters with a rapturous hand, 
And kiſs'd the ſeals, and dropt a grateful tear; 
I:ye waited but to bid my friend adieu, 
But not to ſee thy wife till I return. 
Don Juan. ; 
Ah if thou can'ſt retrieve ſo brave a life, *” 0 
Protect Maria, and her infant ſon ; 
Let them not languiſh in a ſervile land, 
To watch the nod of ſome imperious lord. 
Then tel] the gazing citizens, who o'er : 
. Mp breathleſs corpſe, before the morrow cloſe, 
Will weep, and figh, and curſe fny hapleſs fate, 
That they have cheriſh'd many valiant ſons, 
Who amply may avenge my.carly death, 
And teach the world that fortune ne er ſtands ſtill :— 
In the routine of her uncertain wheel, 
She ſoon may jilt her fondled, favour'd ſons. 
The ſycophant and prince may both be taught, 
A ſceptre's but the plaything of a day. 
Then let my father, noble Lopez, know 
Don Juan died, as Lopez ſon ſhould dic, 
A dauntleſs martyr in his country's cauſe. 


- Francis. 
Thy orders ſhall be punctually obey d. 
I with my blood will ſeal the ſacred charge ; 
Though I could willing leave ſo baſe a world, 
« And ſhare with thee, the glory of thy death; 
Yet, for Louiſa's fake, I with to live. 
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Don Juan. 

Thou muſt away—'tis death to linger here— 
Tis raſhneſs in extreme—thou can't eſcape 
The prying eyes that lurk for human blood :— * 
Thy mein and afpeR-cannot be conceal d- 
Thy ſoul ſhines through, and virtue's here a crime. 

1 


SCENE V. * 


DON JUAN's Heuſe—DONNA MARIA both a 
ſvely into a Gardeh from ber Apartment—Thunder and 
Lightning. | . 0 


RIA. 


"Fan. groves—thoſe — 


walks, 
Whoſe lan tops ane the nin clouds, 

And ſpeak the grandeur of their ancient lords, 
Bend down their heads, reſpanſive, to the ſkies, 
Which murmur thunders o'er Heſperia's fall. 

Sure nature joins to bend my ſpirits down, 
And rive the bolts through my diſtracted ſoul, 
That diſtant thunders ſhake the trembling dome, 
And ſtorms irruptive tear the ſhatter'd ſkies. g 


Enter JUAN in the Amour and Hilbi of « royal Offcer.— 
MARIA farting, accofts bim. #4 
Hah !—dar'ſt thou come alone, that miſcreant dave * 
Think ſt thou that mine is ſuch a daſtard foul nA 2 
To yield at Gght of one of Charles's band a be 
My (ingle arm ſhall be a match for thine. | "i 
* oO Dos N 
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/ 


Don julx. 

This interview this moment is my nn 
5 LApproacbing. 

Mana. 
Off ruffian, off !—or by the powers-above, 
The next ſhall fix a dagger in thy heart. 
[ Draws a poignard from under ber robe. 

Dox Juan. % 


On this laſt night that thy Padilla lives, 

Oh | let me claſp thee to my faithful breaſt. 
{ Throws off his diſguiſe. 
Ma Rl. . 

Immortal powers |—Say, do my eyes behold *_ 
The injur'd ghoſt of my deceaſed lord ? 
Or does my huſband—my Don Juan lipe ?— 

Don Juan. * 
He lives indeed this one ſhort hour he lives. 


When through the ſharpeſt ſtorms of life he ſees 
Thee firmly ſtand—by fortitude ſecur d, 


MARIA. 
Did not my lard—my lov'd Padilla fall, 
Amidſt the carnage of the noon tide rout ?— 
; Don ſvan. 
The faithful Socia reported thus, 
Leſt thou ſhould'ſ periſh in ſome raſh attempt 
To ſee thy Juan, and neglect thy ſon. 
But a ſeverer doom awaits my fate; 
I, on the morrow, as a traitor die. 
MantA. : 
Jehovah ftoop, and lend thy potent arm, 
To ſnatch the virtuous from ſo vile a fate ; 


* 


Tis worth a world to ſold thee to my heart. - 
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Or let theſe curling fires, Shich, from the North, 
Emblazon nature's face from pole to-pole, 

In mantling flames, in one devouring wreck, 

Sweep down the ſtars and cruſh this nether world · 


Don Jvan. 
The Deity enwraps his dark decrees 
Beyond the ken of man's preſumptuous eye 
Yet ſouls ſublime, ſerenely look abroad, 
And bid the howling tempeſts rage in vain. 
Though livid lightnings blaze from north to ſouth, 
The tempeſts of this laſt tremendous night 
Are as the breeze that wafts the gentle bark 
Down the ſtill tide, when every gale is huſh'd— 
If my Maria's mind ſupports its poiſe, 
And ſmiles, r to the ſhocks of fate, 
They can the ſoul that ſpurng the world— 
Its tinſel'd toys—its titles, and its wealth. 
The tribute of a life, I hold but ſmall, 
Could it repurchaſe liberty to Spain :— 
Vet he is free—and he alone is free 
Who conquers paſſion, and ſubjects his will, 
When his misfortunes thicken in the ſkies. 
' MaxIA. 
No more, my lord the teſt is too ſevere 
I feel my boaſted fortitude will fail. 
Don Juan. 
Oh ! ſpare my heart 
The plaintive accents of thy voice reſtrain, 
Nor ſharpen, by thy tears, the pangs of death. 
My gy RE NI BH I beſtow, 
once ye thought the world could give no more. 


Mala. 


5 P 
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Mania. 

Ah (every tender pang that woe can paint, 
Or for my country—or my much lov'd lord, 
— and wounds my agitated breaſt. 

Dow Juan. 

Forbear to pain my tortur'd ſoul afreſh ; 
Exert thy ſelf—magnanimouſly ſtand, 
And ſave thy ſon—the city, and thyſelf. 
Protect and guard the lovely ſmiling boy, 
The oaly pledge of our unſpotted loves, 


Till he, enraptur d, hangs upon thy lip; 


While his bright eyeballs ſwim in filial tears, 
To hear the accents of his dying fire, 
Tenfold enhanc'd by- thy deſcriptive tongue. 


Maki. 4 : 
Maternal ſoftneſs weakens my reſolve, 
And wakes new fears—thou deareſt, beſt of men, 
Torn from thy ſide, I'm Tevell'd with my ſex. 
The wife—the mother—make me leſs than woman. 
[MARIA opens an adjacent apartment, and ſbews 
the infant in the arms of bis nurſe. 
Don Juan. 
Let angel innocence lie ſoft and ſtill, 
Nor call the dew drops to the infant eye 
By ſympathetic, fond, parental tears. 
Tell him, the laſt bequeſt his father gave, 
The only legacy that heaven has lent, 
Was this ſtrict charge, breath'd in his lateſt ſigh, 
Be good, and juſt, as thou art nobly born, 
Nor yield thy liberty but with thy life. 


Dean aides off a tear, and attempts is 
withdraw in filence. 


Manta 
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Mania. 
Oh ! leave me not, thus wretched and forlorn !— 


Do Juan. f 
How like a thief has time ſtol n on my wiſh !— 


| [Clock flirikes one. 
Muſt I away—hah 1—this is death— 
The bitterneſs of death. | 
| | MARIA. 2 

Wilt thou return, and on the ſcaffold bare 

Thy yielding neck, and as a traitor die ? 
Don Juan. 

Though tottering on the margin of the grave, 
For Charles's fortune balanc'd in the ſcale; | 
Or all the gold in Montezuma's realm, 

I'd not exchange for probity of ſoul, 
Unſulli'd honour, and unblaſted fame. 
Manta. 
Is ſentence paſt—irrevocably paſt—- 
Then try the courage of a female heart, | 
And let me die with thee—the treaſons I av] 
The erime is mine :—1I can as bravely die, 
As e'er a Grecian, or a Roman dame 
And ſmile at Portia's-celebrated feat, 
Who drew her blood to worm a ſecret out :— 
I'll Kiſs the glittering ax and hug the ſhroud- 
That wraps me ever from a ſervile world. 
Don Juan. 
Retard me not—but bid me haſte away. 
Thy virtue's rais'd fo far above thy ſex, 
Come plight thy vow, thy ſacred, faithful yow, 
That fortune's rougheſt blaſts, blight not thy fame. 
This moment, by appointment, is my friend's, 
It is the laſt that time has lent to love; 
My honour calls—her voice I muſt obey. [ Going: 
0 2 Marla, 


* 


Gf 


... 
Let angels guard him through the widen d dome. 


A feeble victim to her own deſpait — 
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Marla. 
Oh ſtay !—Oh ftay !—'twas not the midnight tolk— 
One hour more let envious time beſtow. 
Don Juan. - 
My throdbing heart from guile was ever free : 
No breach of faith ſhall mark me for a knave. 
Thou doſt not wiſh—not even to purchaſe life, 
To ſtain my honour by a fraudfal deed :— 
No—when I'm ſhrouded in my peaceful tomb, 
No impious, ſervile tongue ſhall e'er reproach 
My name—my memory—my life, or fame. 
Adieu l my love—Adieu | to life and time— 
3 
[ Embraces, and retires baſtity. 
Mania. 
Oh ! harſh and cruel ſound—adicu |—forever— 
He's gone———— 
And heav'n's broad eye beholds the fatal ftroke, 
And thunders vengeance from the louring ſkies. 


—{ 4 ſolemn pauſe. 


But ſhall Maria ſhroud herfelf in grief, 
And fink beneath life's diſappointed hopes, 


A foul, inſpir'd by freedom's genial warmth, 
Expands—grows firm—and by reſiſtance, ſtrong. 2 
The moſt ſucceſsful prince that offers life, — 
And bids me live upon ignoble term, 

Shall learn from me that virtue ſeldom fears.—  - 
Death kindly opes a thouſand friendly gates, 
And freedom waits to guard her votaries through. - 
| [Ext 
ACT: 
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Maki, with ber young Son clad in*mourning—a Standard 
borne before him, on "which is repreſented bis Father's 
Death—accompanied by Zamora and a Proceſſion wok 
Friends —fbe addreſſes the — Soldiers, c. &c. Sc 


Benory, ye FW of Spain, 
The zemnant of Don Juan's Noble houſe ; 
See here the ſon of your late murder'd lord ; 
Behold his infant innocence that weeps 
A father's fall, ere yet he'd learn'd to liſp - 
That ſacred name, which cruelty diſſolv d. 

If heaven and earth decree the world to Charles 
If Spain's prepar'd to wear the badge of ſlaves, 
And degradation marks the bleeding realm— 
Then, in the front of this reſpected band, 
Grant me one boon—that yet ſome gen rous arm, 
Unftain'd by vice, or dip'd in guiltleſs blood, 
Would ſmite the breaſt of this his infant ſon, 
And lay him gently in his father's tomb, 
As the laſt heir of Spain's expiring worth 
That freedom's genius offers to the gods :— 
She ſtoop'd, and dip'd her target in the gore 
That copious ruſh'd from noble Juan's wounds. - 
"Tis the cement, ſhe cry'd, in ſtronger league 
To bind the liberal and unite the brave. 

F in thine option, wiſely did ye judge, 
To flouriſh long beneath her lenient reign ; 
But if, ungratefully, ye ſpurn the gift, 
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And fly the field, and yield the proffer'd prize— 
Bend thy weak necks, and ſervilely ſubmit, 
Affronted virtue leaves ſuch daſtard ſlaves 
To faint and tremble at a deſpot's nod. 
I, for myſelf, a bolder part deſign ; 
And here, before the ſoldiers and the Cortes, 
In preſence of the eternal King, I ſwear,” 
Moſt ſolemnly I bind my free born ſoul, 
Ere I will live a ſlave, and kiſs the hand 
That o'er my country clanks a ſervile chain, 
I'll light the towers, and periſh in the flames, 
And ſmite and triumph in the general wreck. 
Come, ſhew one ſample of heroic worth, 
Ere ancient Spain, the glory of the weſt, 
Bends abject down—by all the nations ſcorn'd :— 
Secure the city—barricade the gates, 
And meet me arm'd with all the faithful bands : 
I'll head the troops, and mount the prancing ſteed ; 
The courſer guide, and vengeance pour along 
Amidſt the ranks, and teach the ſlaves of Charles 
Not Semiramis or Zenobia's fame 


| Outſtrips the glory of Maria's name. 152 
| | . xik, 
[ The people oui, and fly to arms, 
3 ; 
o 


SCENE- 
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s C EN E u. 


A Battle Tvithout—the City talen by Con HAxo—- Don- 
Na Mania fled to the Citadel—the little Son of Don 
JUAN afleey bn a Sofa—MARIA weeping over bim. 


Maria. 


T noven all is loſt, and ſubjugated . 

Lies bleeding at the footftogl of a king. 
1 yet would hive, for this young cherub's ſake :— 
Yet what inſures his mind unftain's and pure: 
Nurtor'd in venal, ſycophantic ſchools— 
Eras'd each ſterling virtue of the ſoul— 
K•K6—‚XVk—ł nr ee 
He may become a pander to a prince. 
Ah !—thus to fee Don Juan's ſon enſlav d, 
Shocks more than death in ita moſt frightful form. 
O guard him, angels——-guard hint, powers ſupreme, 

From the contagion of each vulgar vice. 
Or the more ſplendid guilt that ſtalks in courts !— 

Enter CONDE HARO. 

Why this frefh inſolence, thou barbarous mag } 
Thus to obtrude and doubly wound my foul, 
And blaſt my eyes by ſuch a hated fight, 
The blood ſtain'd murd rer of my injur'dlord. . 


Dz Haro. 
o hear me once, and then pronounce my doom. 
Mania. 


Thy every word accumulates thy guilt, 
And barbs the pointed dagger in my breaſt. 


* 
> 
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Dz Haro. 
Fain would I ſooth and mitigate thy grief. 
(Advancing. 
MARIA. 


| O death relieve, and ſhroud from mortal eye 
Give my indignant ſoul a larger field— 

It burns—it beats—it burſts—oh ! give it way, 
Ere it in atoms tears thy trembling frame— 


This ſhatter'd caſement op- Lays ber band on ber breafh. 


Traitor, ſtand of 

Or, like a furious ſpectre, bath d in blood, . 

Arm'd with the fangs of horror and deſpair, 

It haſtens on, and drags thee down to hell. 

[ Runs wildly acroſs the flage.. 
Dr Haro. 
Though nature works this ſtorm of paſſon up, 

Reaſon muſt calm, and juſtice hear my plea. . 


[ Follews, and detains her. 


Marla. 

By force detain'd a priſoner—a ſtave 
Oh ! heavens and earth, and gods and men relieve— 
Revenge this outrage on my feeble ſex |! 

D: Haro. 

Not diſgeſpet—'tis veneration holds; 

The Conde Haro's not the guilty thing, 

Thy ſufferings, fate, and fortune repreſent. 

I fought Don Juan as my duty urg d, . 
Yet my heart bled when brave Padilla fell; 
Now once permit—I'Il lay a boþm ope, 

And bare a breaſt that heaven itſelf may read. 
The pureſt paſſion had ſubdu d my heart, 
Before ill fortune made me Juan's foe ; 

O | heav'n foxgive—l lov'd his virtuous wife, 
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And fecret bore the heart corroding pangs. 
I lov'd in filence—ſmother'd all my flame— 
While honour—juſtice—every ſacred tie, 
Had made its utterance the blackeſt crime. 
Maki. 
And doſt thou think fo mitigate thy guilt, 
Thus to torment the brave Don Juan's wife? . 
To add to wretchedneſs—to fill up woe 
Force her to hear thy black adulterous tongue ?— 
Alas ! the diſmal croak—the voice of love | 
From hell's dark gloom, would leſs diſmay than thine, 
Dre HAxo. 
I wept the pangs that thy great ſoul muſt feel 
When thy Padilla was my priſoner made. 
Juſt heaven can witneſs what my ſoul endur'd 
When. martial law announc'd his forfeit, life 
A debt his ſovereign and the ſtate might claim. 
My ear reluctant, heard the ſentence paſs'd, 
And inſtant death decreed to warth like his. 
MARIA. 
Forbear thy falſe diſſimulating ſtrains ; 
Thy tongue pronounc'd the vile W doom, 
That wrap'd in death the hero and the ſaint ? 
And now complet'ſt the meaſure of thy guilt, 
Thus by-compullion, to-detain his wife, 
To hear a moment thy deteſted love. . 
| Di Hazo. g 
| What furious paſſions play in that fair breaſt !— 
Mania. 
Old time ſhall tell, and every age record, 
Don J uan's worth, contraſted with thy guilt,? 
When curious eyes ſhall ſeek the mouldering tonib; 
Where freedom waſtes in tears beſide the turf, FE 
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* 


And points the ſtranger to the ſacred ſpot, 
Where death enrols her laſt diftinguiſh'd ſon, 
Urg'd to his fate by probity and zeal, *- 
To ſave his country from a ſervile yoke. 
Ds Haro. 
I, the firſt witneſs of his merit ſtand— 
A generous wiſh to ſave and bleſs mankind, ; 
Urg'd him to glory in.a-devious path ; * 
No man can tread, but on perdition's brink, 
While ſtanding armies ſwell the monarch's train, 
kingdoms bend, and empires own the claim, 
mighty-Charles, to keep the world in awe. 
N. N MakIX. 
| Away, thou-coward !—cringing, daſtard ſlave ! 
Oo fawn on kings, and boaſt thy proweſs there; 
Tell that the brave, who ne er could meanly bend, 
By cowardice were hurry'd to the block : 
*T was coward fear that haſten'd Juan's death: 
As fortune play d him once a loſing game, 
Thou durſt not let him live another day. __. 
| L .eſt his good genius might have lent the means 
| | N To extricate his country and himſelf, 


|, + Thou'ſt added murder to thy lift of crimes. 0: 
2 Dz Hazo. | 
' Moat Hh dE tongue but thine, | 
"Should on itſelf recoil, and-blaſt the lip | 
That wounds my * 


75 Maria. + 1 | 
| Reſent it as thou ought—I'm'not afraid. - = 
Of Conde Haro's fmord—ſtrike here, eme = - 


; [Lays ber band on ber breaft. 
And complete thy work—dar'ft thou not ftrike, | uw - 


Who haſt beheld Don on a ſcaffold, . 
4 | _ Breathleſs 


— 
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Breathleſs and pale, and as a felon die ?— 
Give me a ſword, I'll meaſure it with thine, 
For by the powers above, to thee I ſwear, 
Maria lives but to avenge his death. 
Dz Ha xo. 
What lioneſs has nurs d thy tender years ? 
Or can'ſt thou feel for every pain but mine ? 


* Marat 
Then let me haſte, and fly thy ſight — 
Dz Hano. 


Pardon me, madam, while I urge my ſuit ; 

I have ſome merit—ſo thy Juan thonght— 
When grateful tears ran down his manly cheek. 
I have one plea that may reſtore my fame. 
A ſhort adieu permitted by Velaſco, / 
I left my tent, and haſten d to Don Juan, 
To ſooth the forrows of his noble ſoul, 
And make the tenders of a generous friend. 
»Twas his laſt wiſh—the lateſt boon of life, 
Io ſee thee once, before the fatal ſtroke, 
Sever'd forever from the world's beſt gift 
I, in a ſoldier's habit, ſent him on, 

As with a meſſage from De Haro's hand, 
Myſelf a priſoner till he ſhould return ; 
As well I knew, not wealth, or crowns, or life, 
Nor thy ſuperiour charms, would tempt abuſe 
Of confidence thus plac'd in honour's breaſt, _ 

Maria. 

Immortal powers |—am I a debtor made 
For the laſt bliſsful moment of my life, 
To him my ſoul, of all mankind, abhors? 

> Dz Haro. 
The debt was cancell'd when be dats 
P 
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And bade me, with a tender, gentle hand, 
Wipe off Maria's tears, and ſave her ſon, 
And guard them both from peril and diſgrace : 

Not honour's ſelf, or gratitude, or love, p 
«Can plead a claim his merit don't eraſe. 

The godlike pleaſure of conferring good 

On hearts ſo worthy, leaves me in arrears :— 

I ſtand indebted to thy noble lord. 


| Mania. , 
. 
Can dignity and real greatneſs dwell, 
Thus mix'd and blended, in a ſervile foul 
Or haſt than ſeen thy error, and renounc d 
The bloody ſtandard of the tyrant Charles 
To make atonement to the injur'd dead, 
Come, wield thy ſword in a more glorious cauſe, 
And lend thine arm to make thy country free. 
| Dz Haro. 
Eo ado tne Cr RNs 
Mania. 
up anght of rater love in thee— 
'Haſt thou a wiſh to ſee Maria more— 
"Theſe are the terms from which ſhe'll ne'er recede. 
But ſee thy vengeful fire bends this way 
Where ſhall 1 flad an afytum for woe. Þ 
Dx Haro. 
Live as a queen in Don Emanuel's court. 
A truſty friend eſcorts thy fon and thee 5 
To Portugal's more hoſpitable ſhore, 0 5 
Beyond the reach of Don Velaſco's rage, 
Till time reſtore thy peace, and make thee mine, | | 
[Mania and ber fon barvied of uhe * 
Dr Hanto's friends ani guaris. 
. 


- 
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SCENE Ul. 


DON VELASCO and'CONDE HA 


* 5 -. | * 
VzLasco. by 
Wasen that thou art Iden had dea 4 
the houſe, 
The noble name—the blood of Don Velaſco. 
Dr Hazo. 


None but thyſelf, ſhould, with impunity, 
Upbraid a man, whoſe honour ne er was ſtain d 
By one baſe aft—whoſe ſoul diſdains a thought 
But what ennobles both thy ſon and thee. 


VELASCO. 
FR TOO PE es == PE 
And raſe. thy memory from thy blaſted line; 
A mean ſoul, proſtrate at a woman's foot— : 
A traitoreſs, both to her God and king, 
Was ne er ally'd to the Velaſcan blood. 
Dz Hax. e 
If virtue ſtands at variance with worth, | 3 
Or if true greatneſs can abuſe the wretched,. 
Then may my father's much revered lip, 
With cruel inſult, wound the faireſt fame. 
Thou knoweſt not the luſtre that adorns” 
Maria's ſoul, and lifts her o'er her ſex 
«The virtues that combine to make her great: 
Her angel form commands profound reſpect; 5 
Her beauty, grace, her conſtancy and truth — 5 
Her noble mind and energy of thought, 


VxLAa3co. 
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VeLAsco. 
Thy love tales whine in her diſdainful ear. 
This idle, rapturous pageantry of words, 
This play of fancy, fann'd by luſtful gales, 
Theſe looſe, mad ravings of a hot brain'd youth, 
Have made me ſick of life. Oh | how debas'd 
Is honour—duty—gratitude and fame. 
How are thy laurels ſtain'd, and meanly laid 
Beneath the pedeſtal of wanton love; 
A tranſient beam, ſhot from a ſorc'reſs' eye, 
Whew hoy JET BEIT inn ond wang 
Her huſband's fall—her diſappointed pride. 
But by the eternal thunderer above, 
She ſhall not triumph thus 
Mine aged arm, inur'd to war and blood, 
Is not fo worn by time, nor yet ſo weak, 
But it can ſend her murmuring ſoul to hell ; 
Nay, harder ſtill, has ſtrength ta graſp the hilt, ; 
And plunge this vet'ran ſword in thy baſe breaſt, 
To let out that falſe blood that taints thy ſoul 
And poiſons all my peace. [ Drawn 
De Haro. i 
What means my fire ? 


VerLasco. 
To make thee worthy of thy noble name. 


D Haro. 
If death alone entitles to the claim, 
I fear it not in any form but this, 


[ Retires backward, and bows An DELVE: * 
VELASCO. 


Fly not my vengeance—daſtard—villain—ſlaye l-- __. 
Di Haxo. : * 


= 


Hah - daſtard— villain— ſlave Oh n 


% 
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Can the great God command I ſhould ſubmit * 
To ſuch reproach—ev's from a father's lip - 
[Seddenly ys bis hand on bis agar, 
; VzLasco. | 
Come, try its point againſt my wounded breaſt; 
Or hoary head, grown grey in honour's path— 
That bends and bows and bluſhes for his ſon. . 
D: Hanzo. g 
Not the rich ſands of Chili or Peru, n 
Nor all the wealth Potoſi has in ſtore, 
Shall bribe me from my duty and reſpect, 
My. filial love and reverence for thee. {Bends on bis knee. 
. Vetasco: | 52 
I do not viqh to make thee more a coward 


Di Haxo. 
A coward—traitor—villain and a flave !— 
My honour ſtain'd by epithets ſo vile. 
None but thyſelf within this ample round, 
Should dare unite a baſe, opprobrious term 
With Conde Haro's name—but thou rt my ſire 
Then take a life I wiſh not to preſerve. 


[ Throws bis ford from bim, and bares bs breaf: a 
VELASCO. 

Take up thy dagger—plunge it in my breaſt, . 

Or give thy fooliſh paſſion to the winds. - 
Ds Hazo. 
No—neither, —— * 
VIIASco. 

Bring back the fugitive to Juſtice" arm 

8 thy love. — - 


D Hazo, 
11 
PA 


* 


A 
% * , 
42 — 1 4 . 
* L 
Ne ; EY : 


A. 


. Both wandering ſpiri 
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VELASCO. 


Never | | n 
Dz Haro. g 


Not if Maria hears my faithful vows— 
*Tis honour, W and empire to my ſoul. 
VIIASco. 
Fly — hand—thou'rt not my ſon 
I've been deceiv d—alas I too long. deceiv d. 


Thou art ſome low—ſome vile impoſter—palm'd 


Upon my houfe—and nature feels no pang, 
To ſend thy ſoul to wander with the dead. 
[ Makes a furious paſs ar Ds HAR, but is ſo 
enraged be trembles and drops his ſword. 
D Hara. 
When nature ſhall cut off thy thread of life, 
I'll meet thee there, by thy Zeliada's fide— 
"That angel form that gave a ſon to thee. 
VzLasco. 
Hah my Zelinda—her ſacred name 
Has wak'd the father up, and checks my rage 


* 


Oh l had this raſh, this guilty hand ſent down 


The mangled ghoſt of her belov'd De Haro— 
Her darling ſon—ſlain by a father's hand 

In Hades to accuſe his barbarous heart 

For ſuch an outrage brave a fon ;— 

d the ſaints above, 
Alike would curſe his cruelty and crime ;— 
But as thy ſword—thy valiant conquering arm 
Has quell'd rebellion, and cut off their chiefs, 
Let me intreat 


[ Enter Don FRANCIS—4 bloady fevord 

extended in his band. » 5 
Hah ! what do 1 ſee ?— . 8 
Heav'n blaſt my eyes !—Say, can Don Francis live i 
FRANCIS» 


* 
* 
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Francis. | 
| Thou ſee*ſt thy duteous fon— 
The wedded huſband of thy lov'd Louiſa— 

Thou fee*ſt his ſword wet with the blood of Pedro, 
Who would have robb'd tne of my lovely bride ;. 
His coward ghoſt now murmurs in the ſhades, 

And groans repentance for his faithleſs deeds. - 


VELASCO. 

Thy rebel inſolence my hand ſhall cruſh 
When thou haſt told by what infernal fiend, 
Or helliſh arts, thy life's protracted thus, 
To plunge my houſe in infamy and guilt. 

FRANCIS. * N 

Thy generous fon has ſav d me from the grave; 

That noble friend, when, on the verge of death, 
Set ope the priſan gates, and bade me iy 
To mighty Charles, and boldly ſue for grace. 
Know'ſt thou thy lov'd Zelinda's bridal ring - #4 
[ Preſents it to ang 
This precious pledge made thy Louiſa mine, 
And, often ſeen upon Velaſco's hand, 
Procur'd = ſeal'd a pardon from the emperor. 
VELASCO. 

That guardian angel of my h 
Sure hovers here, and guides guine ſteps ; 
ProteRs her children from their father's rage, 
And ſmooths my paſſions down the vale of life. ; 
Go, Francis, ſee if yet Louiſa lives, 

And heaven forgive my cruelty to her 2 
Each paſſion dies but love to my Louiſa, 
And ſtrong affection to the beſt of ſons. 


e - 
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LOUISA, /ola, on her knees, looking wp. to Heaven in agony, 


avith ber Father's Sword in ber band, pointed to ber bea. 


Ler this bright canopy ſpread o'er my head, 
And all the wonders of the vaſt concave— 
Each radiant flame that ſhoots its friendly beam 
O'er nature's empire, and proclaims a god, 
Lend me their aid to ſolemnize my ſoul; 
To huſh the tumult of life's various cares, 
That rage without, or reign within my breaſt. 
*Tis heav'n bids me leave this mazy world, 
To its ewn-guilt, ambition, pride and blood. 
Hah does my purpoſe flag 


[ Trembles, — 
1 feel my co firm—yet fear my God— 
Will he forgive a'ſufferi.»; wretch, , 


Weary of life—yet not afraid to die— 
Who quits her poſt, ere nature makes demand— 

bidden ruſhes to his awful throne 
A ghaſtly—grim—a diſcontented ſoul, 
Bath'd in the blood of ſuicide 1 © * 
My trembling frame ſhrinks at the dread idea 
Yet what—ah.! what cagyfad Louiſa do 2. 
_ [Recovers the — 
I cannot live to fee Don Francis die— | 
Yet worſe to live, and be Don Pedro's wife— 
L muſt not live—ray father bids me die 

[tabs herſelf. Don Francis and 


Ds Hamo enter a abe . 
FRANCIS, 4 T.. 
oh i my Louiſa—my love—my bride - = 


2 . 
4 EP 
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My wife—my foul's whole treaſure—ftay— 
Thy dreadful purpoſe hold — 
Lots. 1 
Ah ! my dear lord permitted thus to live 
But to receive and aid on its eſcape— 
My ſout * ruſhing from my bleeding breaſt. ¶ Famting» 
Francis, * 
Then nnd not die—Oh I lovely maid, revive= 
Thy father's bleffing beckons thee to life, 


Lovis. 5 
Tt was my father's will impell'd to death 
His rigorous command I have obey d 
My filial deſign may God forgive, 
Nor rank me with the hateful ſuicide, 
Who ruſhes on his fate from paſſion ſtorms, 
And dies the martyr of his guilty hand. 
Retard me not—now on the marge of death— —- 
My conſcious ſoul, unſtain'd by one baſe act, 
Looks back ſerene/on life's tempeſtuous ſurge, 
Nor feels a pang, but far my Francis' ſake ;j— S 
Yet bliſs is crown'd by dying in his arms. [Di. 
FRANCIS. 
I'll catch in ether that laſt balmy breath, 
And meet her gentle ſpirit in the ſkies. —— 
[ Fails on his — 
D Haro. 


Ha | Francis, Opt cowardly revolt 
From nature's poſt, afſign'd by nature's lord. 
Heaven has decreed the juſt, the brave, ſhould die; 
. But tis a daſtard ſoul that fears to live. 
F3AXC1s. 
Life loſt all worth i in her expiring figh— 
Adieu, my friend, for time has loſt its charms. .+5. 
: The 


JEN - 
8 * 


*s 
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The free born mind mounts upwards with the gods, 
And ſoars and ſpurns a baſe, ignoble world. [Din 
f Ds Hazo. 
Alas ! the horrors of this awful hour— 
What miſery's entail'd on all mankind | 
Aut thoſe who riſe and view life from the ſtars |— 
Oh | thou whoſe word directs the pointed flame, 
When the blue lightnings curl about the clouds, 
And thunders roll acroſs the ragged vault, 
Let down thy benediction from the ſkies |— 
To virtue bend the wayward mind of man 
Let not the father blaſt his children's peace 
By rancour—pride—and curſed party rage; 
Let civil feuds no more diſtract the foul— f 
Blaſt the dark fiends who wake mankind to war, 
And make the world a counterpart to hell. | 
[Exeunt 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 


To Mrs. MONTAGUE, Author of * O 
SERVATIONS on the GENIUS and WRIT- 
INGS of SHAKESPEARE.” 


\ y ILL Montague, whoſe critic pen adds praiſe, 
Ev'n to a Shakeſpeare's bold exalted lays ; 
Who points the faults in ſweet Corneille's page, 
Sees all the errors of the Gallic ſtage— 
Corrects Voltaire with a ſuperior hand, . 
Or traces genius in each diſtant land? 

Will ſhe acroſs the Atlantic ſtretch her eye, 
Look o'er the main, and view the weſtern ſky ; 
And there Columbia's infant drama ſee— 
Reflect that Britain taught us to be free; 
Survey with candour what ſhe can't approve ; 
Let local fondneſs yield to gen'rous love ; 
And, if fair truth forbids her to cominend, 
Thea let the critic ſoften to the friend. 


The bard of Avon juſtly bears. the meed 
Of fond applauſe, I" Tyber to the Tweed ; 


6 


Oo 


* 
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Each humbler muſe at diſtance may admire, . 
But none to Shakeſpeare's fame ete dare aſpire. 


And if your iſle, where he ſo long has charm'd, 


If Britain's ſons, when by his mantle warm' d, 
Have ſoar d in vain to reach his lofty quitt, 
Nature to paint with true Shakeſpearean ſkill 
A ſiſter's hand may wreſt a female pen, 

From the bold outrage of imperious men. 


If gentle Montague my chaplet raiſe, 
Critics may frown, or miid good nature praiſe ; 
Secure I'll walk, and placid move along, | 
And heed alike their cenſure or their ſong ; 
I'll take my ſtand by fam'd Parnaſſus' fide, 
And for a moment feel a poet's pride. 


Plymouth, Fuly 10, 1799. 


— 


* 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 183 
' To TORRISMON D. 


A young Gentleman educated in Europe, recommended to the 
d 


My foul is gcken'd when I. ſee the youth, 
That ſports and trifles with eternal truth. 


y y HEN ancient Britain pip'd the ruſtic lays, 
And tun'd to woden notes of vocal praiſe, 
The diſmal dirges caught the liſtening throng, 


And ruder geſtures join d the antique ſong. | 


Then the grey druid's grave, majeſlic air, 
The frantic prieſteſs, with diſhevellt'd hair 
And flaming torch, ſpoke ſuperſtition's reign ; 
While elfin damſels dancing o'er the plain, 
Allur'd the vulgar by the myſtic ſcene, 

To keep long vigils on the facred green. 


And monkiſh legends over truth prevail ; 

As weak credulity, with hood wink'd eyes, 
Had never pe&p'd behind the thin diſguife— 
The party colour d veil, at once inwove 
With ignorance, and fome faint fears of Jove 
Wrought up to madneſs by the crafty prieſt, 
While artful politicians faw the jeſt, 

And laugh'd at virtue as a ftate machine, 
And engine fit the multitude to rein ;. 

With more facility to rule mankind, 

They lent their efforts to obſcure the mind. 
Folly and fraud the manly powers debas'd, 
And from the ſoul th” etherial ſpark eras d, 
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Plung'd in the depth of black and dreary night, 
No eye could trace one avenue to light. 


But from the dark impenetrable ſhade, 
Reaſon appear'd, a bright, a he#v*n born mad; 
The moral ſyſtem, nature's early code, 
Improv'd by reaſon, and the voice of God, 
Diſpell'd the miſts of error's tenfold maze, 

And truth triumphant, held a crown of bays, 


Celeſtial reaſon, thus again-reſtor'd, 
Her gentle wand through all the world ador'd, 
She reign'd reſplendent o'er the human. mind, 
With brow worn ſcience; hand in hand combin'd, 
To prove the, powers of the active ſoul, 
That mounts from earth to nature's fartheſt pole ; 
Till Anglia. boaſts the birth of Locke and Boyle, 
And Newton's, name adorn'd Britannia's ifle ; 
O'er the learn'd world, this heavenly genius ſhone 
And light diffus'd as the meridian ſun, 
Through the vaſt ſolar ſyſtem late defin'd, 
By vaſt exertions of his godlike mind ; 
And while inveſtigating nature's laws, 
He ſtill defended virtue's facred cauſe : 
At once he taught philoſophy to ſhine, 
Own'd and rever'd the oracles divine; 
'T hat pens inſpir'd had op'd a brighter day, 
That revelation-lent its heavenly ray | 
To lift, exalt, and elevate the ſoul, — 
To ſcale the ſtars, and ſoar from pole to pole. 


But as the cleareſt hemiſphere diſplays 
The wandering ſtar, amidſt the radiant blaze, & 
Of orb o'er orb, that aids the nightly dance, 


Of planets rolling through the broad expanſe ; 
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Some viſionary ſouls have loſt their way, 
Eccentric wandering mid the noon tide ray. 


Thus man, frail man, to wide extremes ſo prone, 
Truth's perfe& path by him little known, 
That when emerging from the diſmal gloom, 

Of night and fable, wrap'd in chaos womb ; 

Some danc*'d and play d around the boundleſs ſhore, 
The depths of erudition juſt fkim'd o'er 1 

Nurs'd in »refinements of a ſceptic age, 

They ſpurn the precepts of the ſacred page 

Hold revelation but the dream of pride, | 

The wiſh of man to be to God ally'd : 

Thus the vain reptile of a fleeting hour, 

Preſumes he knows the plenitude of power. 


Through nature's ſyſtem, through her grand deſign, 

He ſtrips the veil from Providence divine ; 

Sees clearly through the vaſt myſterious plan, 

Can prove that Heaven forgot its creature, man: 
That when to rationals God firſt gave birth, 

And chain'd them down to this low diſtant earth, 

To guide their path lent not one friendly beam, 

No intimation of his will ſupreme ; 

But the weak reaſoner's left to grope his way, 

To Jove, Jehovah, or to Bacchus pray, 

As he by chance, or caprice, may be led, > 

Born in Italia, or in Athens bred. : 


* 


Loſt in wild paſſion—prattling much of fate, 
His higheſt hope a non exiſting ſtate ; - 
Yet fears alarm, or ſecret dread of ſhame ; 
His brutal wiſhes, pride, or love of fame, 


— 
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Alternate drag him with magnetic force, 

Till infidelity.'s his laſt reſource ; | 
By turns exploding grace, free will, and fate, 
Still apprehenſive of ſome future ſtate, 
Suſpenſe diſtracts his oſcillating brain, 

Till — affures-him death ſhall end his pain. 


Ah l Torriſmond ] poor trembling, doubting youth, 
Pale with thy fears, and yet affronting truth; 
Come, my young friend, forſake the ſceptic road, 
And tread the paths ſuperiour genius trod; 
Leave all the modern metaphyſic fools, 

To reaſon on by falſe logiſtic rules; 

Leave all the quibblers of a mimic age, 

By rote to cavil at th' inſpired page; 

Let learned traſh their arguments ſuſtain, 

While common ſenſe, ejected from their brain, 
They through each jarring incoherence run, 
Until entangled in the web they ve ſpun, 

They alt things doubt but their ſuperiour ſenſe, 
And live and die the dupes of dark ſuſpenſe. 


Come, ſpite of low horn pleaſures, nobly riſe, 
And ſeek true happineſs beyond the ſkies, 
Ere this ſhort whirl of fancy'd joys are o'er, 
When time ſhall land thee on ſome unknown ſhore ; 
Where truth array'd in filvern robes ſhall ſtand, 
With juſtice* ſword uplifted in her hand. 


When thy ſoul quivers on the awful marge, 
And death throws ope eternity's broad verge; 
When conſcience whiſpers, thy probation's o'er, 
Or her ſoft voice may loud as thunder roar ; 


With 
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With what amaze you'll ſind the chriſtian ſcheme 
Is not the product of a brain ſick dream. 


Then not the wits who grace the liſts of fame, 
Sanftion'd by Hume, or by a Shaftſbury's. name, 
Or celebrated Voltaire's pointed pen, 

Who cheats the weak, or charms ev'n wiſer men ; 
Nor alt the train of infidels combin'd, 
Can ſooth a moment thy immortal mind. 


A POLITICAL 
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A POLITICAL REVERIE. 


As fairy forms, the elfin ziry train, 
And ſylphs, ſometimes moleſt the learned brain, 
Delufive dreams the matron's boſom ſwell, 

And, ancient maids, the fancied viſion, tell; 

So beaux and belles fee routs and balls in dreams, 
And drowſy preachers chop polemic themes ; 
The ſtateſman's dream, in theory creates, 
Me perſect forms, to govern broken ſtates. 


© Logiſtic ſcribblers dream of ſleeping ſouls, 
And dreaming bucks drown reaſon o'er their bowls z 
The doubting deiſt dreams of Styx and fate, 
Yet laughs at fables of a future ſtate, 
- Till Charon's boat ſhall land him on a ſhore 
Of which the dreamer never dyeamt before: 
As ſportive dreams infeft all ranks of men, 


A dream, the viſionary world, may read again. 


[ This Reverie war. firft publiſhed, January, 1774, previeus to 
the breaking out of the Civil War, while America was of. 
cillating between a Reſiſtance by Arms — 
and Loyalty ro Britain. ] 


Laer Grecian bards and Roman poets tell, 
How Hector foughty and how old Priam fell; 
Paint armies ravaging the *Ilian coaſt, a 
- Shew fields of blood and mighty battles loſt; 
Let mad Caſſandra, with diſhevell'd hair, 

_ With ſtreaming eye, and frantic boſom bare, 
Tell dark preſages, and ill boding dreams, 
Of murder, rapine, and the ſolemn themes, 
Of laughter d cities, and their ſinking ſpires, 
By Grecian rage wrap' d in avening fires ; 


* 


To 
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To bolder pens-I leave the tragic tale, 

While ſome kind muſe from Tempe's gentle vale, 
With ſofter ſymphony ſhall touch the ſtring, 

And happier tidings from Parnaſſus bring. 


Not Cæſar's name, nor Philip's bolder ſon, 

Who ſigh'd and wept, when he'd one world dene ; 
Who drop'd a tear, though, not from pity's ſource, 2 
But grief, to find ſome bound to brutal force, 
Shall tune my harp, or touch the warbling ſtring z wp 
No bold deſtroyers of mankind I ſing ; 1 

Theſe plunderers of men I'll greatly ſcorn, 
And dream of nations, empires yet unborn. 


I look with rapture at the diſtant dawn; 
And view the glories gf the opening morn,. 
When juſtice holds his ſeeptre o'er the land, 
And reſcues freedom a tyrant's hand ; \ 
When patriot ſtates iy Jaurel crowns may riſe, 
And ancient kingdoms court them as allies ; ; 
Glory and valour ſhall be here diſplay d, 

And virtue rear her long dejected head; 
Her ſtandard plant beneath theſe gladden'd ſkies, 
Her fame extend, and arts and ſcience riſe ; 
While empire's lofty ſpreading fails unfurl'd,. 
Roll ſwiftly on towards the weſtern world. 
Long ſhe's forfook her Aſiatic throne, 
And leaving Africa barb*rous burning zone, 
On the broad ruins of Rome's haughty power 
Erected ramparts round fair Europe's ſhore ; 
But in thoſe blaſted climes no more preſides, 
She, o'er the vaſt Atlantic ſurges rides, 
Viſits Calumbia's diſtant fertile plains, 
Where liberty, a happy goddeſs, reigns. 


 — 
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No deſpot here ſhall rule with awful ſway, 
Nor orphan's ſpoils become the minion's prey z 
No more the widow d bleeding boſom mourns,. 
Nor injur'd cities weep their flayghter'd ſons 3 
For then each tyrant, by the hand of fate, 
And ſtanding troops, the bane of every ſtate, 
Forever ſpurn'd, ſhall be remov'd as far 
As bright Heſperus from the polar ftar ; 
Freedom and virtue ſhall united reign, 
And ſtretch their empire o'er the wide domain. 
On a broad baſe the commonwealth ſhall ſtand, 
When lawleſs power withdraws its impious Rand; 
When crowns and ſceptres are grown uſeleſs things, 
Nor petty pretors plunder here for kings. | 


Then bleſs'd region, in her pureſt forms, 

Beyond the reach of perſecuting 3 

In pureſt azure, grace fully | 

In native majeſty ſhall ſtand diſplay A, 

Till courts revere her ever ſacred ſhrine, : 

And nobles feel her influence divine ; 

Princes and peaſants catch the glorious flame, 

And liſping infants praiſe Jehovah's name. 


But while methought this commonwealth would riſe, 


And bright Millenian proſpects ſtruck my eyes, 
I wept Britannia, once Europa's pride, 


* 


Io fame and virtue long ſhe ſtood ally d; 
This glorious queen, the miſtreſs of the iſles, - 
Torn up by faction, and inteſtine broils, 


Became the prey of each rapacious arm, 

Strip'd and diſrob'd of every native charm. _ 
Strong and erect, like ſome fair poliſh'd tower, 

She long defy'd each neighb ring hoſtile power, 


And ſent her brave and valiant fons in queſt 
Of foreign realms, who by no fear repreſs'd, 

The ſinking cliffs of Europe's happy ſhore, 

They left behind, new climates to explore. 5 


They quitted plenty, luxury and eaſe, 

Tempted the dangers of the frozen ſeas— 
While hope's ſoft breezes fann'd the ſwelling fails, 
And fame and glory ſpurn'd the ruder gates, 
B nn 
A race of heroes fafely wafted o'er. 

Who pitch'd their tents beneath the diſmal ſhade, 
Where wild woods roar'd, and ſavages betray'd ; 
Cities they rear'd around barbarian coafts, 

And planted vineyards o'er the barren waſtes. 

In Britain's lap the rich produce was pour d, 
(Which heaven, benignant, plentifully ſhower d,) 
*Till the, ungrateful, join'd an impious band, 

And forging ſhackles with a guilty hand, 

Broke the firm union whence her vigour grew, 
Diſſoly'd the bands, and cut the finews through. 


Here a bright form, with ſoft-majeſtic grace, 
Beckon'd me on through vaſt unmeaſur d ſpace ; 
Beſide the margin of the vaſt profound, a 
Wild echos play d and cataracts rebound ; - 
Beyond the heights of nature's wide expanſe, 4 
Where mov'd ſuperb the planetary dance, _ © ö 
Light burſt on light, and funs o'er ſuns diſplay d * 1 
The ſyſtem perfect, nature s God had laid. s 


This ſcale of altitude preſented whole, 
The various movements of the human ſoul ; 
Starting, I cry'd—* Oh I ſacred form forgive, 
Or me from youder nether world remove — 
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Has freedom's genius left Britannia's ſhore? . 
And muſt her ſleeping patriots live no more ? 
Ariſe, ye venerable ſhades | inſpire, 

Each languid ſoul with patriotic fire ; 

Till every boſom feels a noble flame, 

And emulates a Locke, or Sydney's name. 


The ſeraph frail d ineffably ſerene, 
And ſhew'd me truth, inſcrib'd on her bright mien : 2 
She ſaid—** The glow from breaſt to breaſt is ſpread, 
From fire to ſon the latent ſpark's convey'd; *© 
Let thoſe bleſs d ſhades reſt in their ſacred urns, 
Lie undiſturb'd—the glorious ardour burns, 
Though far transferr'd from their lov'd native ſoil. 
Virtue turn'd pale, and freedom left the iſle, . 
When ſhe ſtretch'd out her avaricious hand, 
And ſhew'd her ſons her hoſtile bloody wand ; 
United millions parried back the blow, 
Britain recoit'd, and ſadly learnt to know, 
Cities with cities Bagu'd, and town with town, 
She trembled at her fate when half undone.” 


Think not this all a viſionary ſcene, 
Fos he who wields the grand, the vaſt machine 
Who bids the morn from eaſtern ocean riſe, 
And paler Cynthia cheer the midnight ſkies ; 
Who holds the balance—who ſtretch'd out the line— 
O'er all creation form'd the grand deſign, 

Ten thoufand worlds to ſcatter o'er the plain, : 
And ſpread new glories through his wide domain; 
Who rules the ſtars, and taught the rolling ſpheres 
To meaſure round the quick revolving years ; 

At awful diſtance from his radiant throne, 
Suſpended, this terreſtial ball hangs down ; 


Yet 
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Yet ſtill prefides and watches o'er the fates, 

Of all the kingdoms that his power creates. 

Ere he winds up the cloſing act of time, 

And draws the veil from ſyſtems more ſublime, 

In ſwift progreſſion, weſtward throws the bowl, 

'Till mighty empire crowns the ſpacious whole. 

Then this far-diſtant corner of the earth, 

Shall boaſt her Decii's and her Fabii's birth ; 


When the young heroes, wondering, ſhall be told, | — 


That Britain barter'd worth for luſt of gold; 

How, loſt in luxury, her filken ſons, 
Forgot her Edwards claim'd the Bourbon crowns 3 
That tyrants trembled on their tott ring throne, 

And haughty monarchs fear'd Britannia's frown. 755 


But ah ! how tarniſh'd her illuſtrious name, 
Deſpoil'd of wealth, of grandeur, and of fame l 
Buried beneath her complicated crimes, 
A ſad memento to ſucceedino times: 
Diſmay'd, ſhe yet may lift her ſuppliant hand, 
And aſk protection from this injur d land; 
Whoſe peaceful ſons will draw oblivion o'er _ 
Unnumber'd wrongs, and raſe the blacken'd ſcore 
Yet heave a ſigh, and drop the tender tear, 
And weep Britannia's puniſkment ſevere ; 
When they reſearching o'er ſome future chart, | 
Scarce find tis ſeat of mighty Brunſwick's court; -i43 
For neighbouting ſtates may ſeize the venal iſle, 12 
And Gallic princes diſtribute the ſpoil. 
The lion, proſtrate on the naked ſtrand, 
May ſee the lilies waving o'er the land ; 
May ſee Columbia's embrio pendants play, 
And infant navies cut thegyatry way ; 

R 
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Fame's outſtretch'd-wing may on the eaſlern gales 
Leave the proud Thames, and ſpread her whiten d fails, 


While riſing empire rears her purple creſt, _ 
Triumphant commerce hails the gladden'd weſt, 
And ſteers, her courſe to Zembla's frozen pole, 
Or lands in India, free from the-control 
Of baſe, monopolizing men, combin'd 
To plunder millions, and enflave mankind. 
From Florida to Nova Scotian ſhores | 
She pours her treaſures and unlades her ſtores 3 
Round all the globe ſhe ſails from ſea to fea, 
And ſmiles and proſpers, only when he's free. 


But here the ſweet enchanting-viſion fled, 
And darken'd clouds flaſh'd lightnings o'er my head ; 
"The ſeraph ſolemn ſtretch'd abroad her hand, 
The ſtars grew pale beneath her burniſh'd wand; 
On her pale front diſguſt and ſorrow hung, 
And awful accents trembled on her tongue. 


Behold | ſhe faid, before theſe great events, 
Abſorb'd in tedrs, America laments ; 
Laments the ravage of her fruitful plains, 
While crimſon ſtreams the peaceful villa ſtains. 


The weeping matron ſighs in poignant pain 
-O'er her laſt hope, in the rude battle flain : 
The bleeding boſom of the aged fire, 
Pierc'd by his ſon, will in his arms expire ; 
For death promiſcuous flies from ev'ry hand, 
When faction's ſword is brandiſh'd o'er the land; 
When civil diſcord cuts the friendly ties, - 
And ſocial joy from every boſom flies ; 
But let the muſe forbear the ſolema tale, '7 
And leng once more, the „% Guetian painter's weil.” 


% 


* 


Alluding to a Conwverſation' avbich favoured the Opinion of 

. Fataliſm ; that buman Action, whether good or evil, fprings 
from the Principle of ſelf Love, woid of any PO? 
lence, when traced up 10 its Source, 


'T novan ſhore, far ſhort, my pen of the ble 4 
ne | 1 
1 hope my friend the effort will excuſe, | 
Nor blame the heart, but chide the niggard muſe. 


Is it a wild enthuſiaſtic flame, 

That ſwells the boſom panting after ner | 

Dilates the mind, while every fail's unfart'd, -»: 

To catch the plandits of a gazing world? 't 

Is there no permanent, no ſteady pole, e 

To point us on, and guide the wandering ſoul? 

Does prejudice and paſſion rule mankind? - 1 

Are there no ſprings that actuate the mind, 

Whoſe deep meanders have a nobler ſource, 

Than vain ſelf love, to guide their winding courſe-+ | 
WEI 


The gen'rous ardaur, ſüil d benevolence, . ? 
Is it all art, to gratify the ſenſe? +4 


Oc give imagination further ſcope ? Wi + 23 1 

That airy queen, who guides the helm of hope, - 

Holds a falſe mirror to the dazzled fight ; 0 — : 
A dim perſpective, a deluſive light, | a | 


That ſwells the bubbles of life's orten 'd penn, 

While wiſdom laughs at the deluded man, METER 
Wrap'd in ecſtatics, by imagit's fame, © © 
When the next ˙ diet aut ly name: r ag 
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Can't the wiſe precepts of a Plato's ſchool, 

Or a divine—a ſtill more perfect rule, 

Arouſe, exalt, and animate the ſoul 

Self to renounce, and riſe above control 

Of narrow paſſions, that the man debaſe, 

And from his. breaſt his maker's image raſe ; 

Or are the fetters that enſlave the mind 


Of ſuch a ſtrong and adamantine kind, 


So firmly lock'd, and ſo ſecurely riv'd, 

The more we ſtrive, the more we're ſtill deceiv'd ; 
Are truth and friendſhip no where to be found, © 
And patriot virtue nothing but a ſound ? 

Then may a Cæſar equal honours claim, 

With gen'rous Brutus celebrated name: 

For the poor tribute of a ſhort applauſe, 

One ſtabb'd a tyrant, trampling on the laws ; 


While the proud deſpot mark'd his baneful way, 


With virtue's tears, and triumph'd o'er his prey. 

Czfſar enſſav d, and Brutus would have freed, 
Self, the ſole point in which they're both agreed. 
Self love, that ſtimulus to nobler aims, 


Bade Nero light the capital in flames; 


Bade Borgia act a moſt infernal part, 

Or Scipio to triumph o'er his heart ; 

Bids betray his native land, 

And his baſe brother lend his perjur'd hand, 
While freedom weeps, and heav'n forbears to ſhed 


Its awful vengeance on the guilty head. 


If ſuch is life, and fancy throws the bowl, 
And appetite and caprice rule the whole ; 
If virtuous friendſhip has no ſolid baſe, 
But falſe deception holds the ſacred place; 
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Then from thy mem'ry raſe out every line, 
Nor recolle& a ſentiment of mine, 
But dark oblivion's ſable veil draw o'er, 
And I'll forbear to interrupt thee more. - 

For if vice boaſts her origin the ſame 
With ſocial joy and patriotic flame, 
Then I muſt wiſh to bid the world farewel, 
Turn Anchoret, and chooſe ſome lonely cell, 
Beneath ſome peaceful hermitage reclin d, | 
To weep the miſery of all mankind, * f 
*Till days and years, till time GENS, 
And truth eternal ſtrike the wondering ſoul. - 


922 * 
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Havant. - | 
. 


Does there an inkaet exit 2 
Let him look up—he can't refift, 
- Theſe proofs of Deity—ſo clear, I 0 
He muſt the architect revere, 
Whene'er to heaven he lifts his eyes, 
And there ſurveys the ſpangled ſkies ; _ + 
The glitt'ring ſtars, the worlds that ſhine, ,- 
And ſpeak their origin divine, 
Bid him adore, and proſtrate fall, 
And own one Lord, ſapreme o'er all. 
* 
. One God this mighty fabrick guides, 
Th' etherial circles he divides ; 
And meaſures out the diftant bound, 
Of each revolving planet's round ; 
Prevents the univerſal jar, 
That might from one eccentric ſtar, \ 
Toſs'd in the wide extended ſpace, 
At once—a thouſand worlds diſplace. 


What elſe ſupports the rolling ſpheres 
' Nought but Almighty power appears, 

The vaſt unnumber'd orbs to place, * 

And ſcatter o er the boundleſs ſpace, 
Myriads of worlds of purer light, 

Our adoration to excite, 

And lead the wandering mind of man, 

To contemplate the glorious plan. 


On @ Survey of the 
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Not even Newton's godlike mind, 
Nor all the ſages of mankind, 
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Could e er aſſign another cauſe, 
Though much they talk of nature's laws.; 
Of gravity's attraftive force, 
They own the grand, eternal ſource, 
Who, from the depths of chaos womb, 
Prepar'd the vaulted, ſpacious dome ; 
He ſpake—a vaſt foundation's laid, 
And countleſs globes thereon diſplay d. 


His active power ſtill ſuſtains 
Their weight, amidſt the heavenly plains ; 
Infinite goodneſs yet protects, 

All perfect wiſdom {KH direCts 
Their revolutions ;—knows the hour, 
When rapid time's reſiſtleſs pow r, 


In mighty ruin will involve, . 


And God this grand machine diſſol ve. 


Then time and death ſhall both expire, 
And in the univerſal fire, 
Theſe elements ſhall melt away, 
To uſher in eternal day. 


Amazing thought — it decreed, 


New earth and heavens, ſhall theſe ſucceed: ? 


More glorious-fas—ſiull more auguſt 1. 
In his omniſic arm we truſt. | 


But how this ſyſtem "twill excel, 
Nor Angel's voice, or tongue can tell ; 
Nor human thought ſo high can. ſoar ; 
His works ſurvey, and God adore. 
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On the Darn of Mrs. S., who died 


4 


_ That rankles in his bleeding Heart; 


within a few Days after her Mannxtace, 


Tax grave with open mouth deſtroys, 
Life's choiceſt bleſſings, pureſt joys. 
The gay Orinda's pleaſing charms, 


" Allur'd young Selim to her arms; 


They taſted bliſs one happy moon, — 
Nor thought their joys could end fo ſoon, 
Or dreamt that ſuch a gueſt as Death 
Would interrupt the bridal mirth ; 

But lo! his ſable wings are ſpread, 
Orinda's number'd with the dead. 


Thus have I ſeen the opening flower 
That decorates the nuptial bow'r, 
Its odours ſhed, its bright array 
Rival the luſtre of the day ; 
But ere the glorious morning ſun - 


Had reach'd the central point of noon, 


The violets fade, the roſes die, 
So ſunk the luſtre of her eye. 

The valiant Selim quits the prize, 
Reluctant yields the ſacrifice; 


- Trys in the laurell'd field of fame, 


To loſe the lov' d Orinda's name; 

But, not the warlike, hoſtile ſcene, 

That purples o'er the native green, 

Nor the hoarſe trumpet, loud and ſhrill, 
The plaintive voice of grief could en. 
Selim ſtill feels the keener ſmart 
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He ruſhes on amid the plain, 

And courts the ſword to end his pain: 
He fell—but ſmil'd in Death's embrace, 
And cry'd, here ends the idle chace ; 
Wealth, pleaſure, honour, airy fame, 
I've prov'd are but an empty name : 

Hie kiſs'd the reeking ſteel, and ſaid, 

1 fy to ſeek Orinda's ſhade. 


* 
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The SQUABBLE of the SEA NYMPHS; 
or the SACRIFICE of the TuscARAROES. 


1 be important political event of 1714, when ſeveral cargoes 
| of teas Twere poured into the ſea, has been replete with 
mighty conſequences, and will never be forgotten in the biſ- 
tory of American independence. But the author's own 
epinion of the equity or policy of this meaſure is not to be col. 
lefted from à political ſally, written at the requeſt ef a par- 
ticular friend, now in one of the higheſt grades of American 
rank, 


_ Baicur Phœbus drove his rapid car amain, 
And plung'd his ſteeds beyond the weſtern plain, 
| Behind a golden ſkirted cloud to reſt. 

Ere ebon night had ſpread her ſable veſt, 

And drawn her curtain o'er the fragrant vale, 
Or Cynthia's ſhadows dreſs d the lonely dale, 

The heroes of the Tuſcararo tribe, 

Who ſcorn d alike a fetter or a bribe, 

In order rang d, and waited freedom's nod, 

To make an offering to the wat'ry god. 


Grey Neptune roſe, and from his ſea green bed, 
He wav d his trident o'er his oozy head; 
He ſtretch'd, from ſhore to ſhore, his regal wand, 
And bade the river deities attend : 
Triton's hoarſe clarion ſummon d them by name, 
W acres ETON Tu re cnnns. 


In council met to regulate the ſtate, 
Among their godſhips roſe a warm debate, ' 


2 
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What luſcious draught they next ſhould ſubſtitute, 
That might the palates of celeſtials fuit, , wh 
As Nectar's ftream no more meandering rolls, SET 
The food ambroſial of their ſocial bowls - 
Profuſely ſpent ;—nor, can Scamander's ſhore, 
Yield the fair fea nymphs one ſhort banquet more. 
The Tilans all with one accord arous d, 
To travel round Columbia's coaſt propos d ; 
To rob and plunder every neighb ring vine, 
(Regardleſs of Nemiſis ſacred fhrine ;) ; 
Nor leave untouch'd the peafant's little ſtore, 
Or think of right, while demi gods have power. 


But ere on a decided mode agreed, 5 
They, nor great Neptune, farther dare proceed, 
„Till every goddeſs of the ſtreams and lakes, 

And leſſer deities of fens and brakes— . 

With all the nymphs that ſwim around the ifles, 
Deign'd to give ſanction by approving ſmiles : 

For females have their influence o'er kings, 

Nor wives, nor miſtreſſes, were uſeleſs things, 

Ev'n to the gods of ancient Homer's page ; 

Then ſure, in this polite and poliſh'd age, 8 $87 
None will neglect the ſex's ſage advice, A / 
When they engage in any point ſo nice, | 

As to forbid the choice nectareus ſip, * 
And offer bohea to the roſy lip. | 


Proud Amphytrite rejected in diſdain, 
Refus'd the gift, and left the wat'ry maia, | 
With ſervile Proteus lagging by her fide, —_ — 
To take advantage of the ſhifting tide ; 
To catch a ſmile, or pick up golden ſands, 
Either from Plutug, ot. the naked ſtrands 
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Long praftis'd—eafy he aſſumes the ſhape 

Of fox, or panther, crocodile, or ape; | 
When tis his int'reſt, his ſtep dame he'll aid, 
One pebble more, and Amphytrite's betray'd. 


A flaming torch ſhe took in either hand, 

(And as fell diſcord reign'd throughout the land, 
Was well appriz'd the centaurs would canſpire ;) 
Reſolv d to ſet the weſtern world on fire, 

By ſcattering the weed of Indian ſhores ; 

Or worſe, to lodge it in Pygmalion's ſtores : 

But if the artifice ſhould not ſucceed, : 
Then, in revenge, attempt ſome bolder deed 
For while old ocean's mighty billows roar, 

Or foaming ſurges laſh the diſtant ſhore, 

Shall goddeſſes regale like woodland dames ? 
Firſt let Chineſan herbage feed the flames. 


But all the Nereids whiſper d murmurs round, 
And craggy cliffs reecho'd back the ſound ; 
Till fair Salacia perch'd upon the rocks, | 
The rival goddeſs wav'd her yellow lagks, \ 
Proclaim'd, hyſonia ſhall aſſuage their grief, 
With choice ſouchong, and the imperial leaf. 


The champions of the Tuſcararan race, 
{Who neither hold, nor even wiſh} place, 
While faction reigns, and tyranny preſides, 
And baſe oppreſſion o'er the virtues rides ; 
While venal meaſures dance in filken fails, 

And avarice o'er earth and fea prevails ; 
While luxury creates ſuch mighty feuds, 
E'en in the boſoms of the demi gods ;) 
Lent their ſtrong arm in pity to the fair, 

Io aid the bright Salacia's generous care; 


Pour d 
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Pour d a profuſion of delicious teas, . 
Which, wafted by a ſoft favonian breeze, 
Supply'd the wat'ry deities, in ſpite | 
The fair Salacia, victory, victbry, ſings, FRETS, 
In ſpite of heroes, demi gods, or kings; 0 
She bids defiance to the ſervile train, 
The pimp@ and ſycophants of George's reign. 


The virtuous daughters of the neighb'ring week, 
In graceful, ſmiles approv d the glorious deed ; 
(And though the Syrens left their coral beds, 
Juſt o'er the ſurface lifted up their heads, 
And ſung ſoft peans to the brave and fair, 

Till almoſt caught in the deluſive ſaare 

To ſink ſecurely in a golden dream, 

And taſte the ſweet inebriating ſtream, 

Which, though a repaſt for the wat' ry maids, 

Is baneful poiſon to the mountain naiades ;) 
They ſaw delighted from the inland rocks, 

O'er the broad deep pour d out Pandora's box; 
They join'd, and fair Salacia's triumph ſung, 
Wild echo, o'er the bounding ocean rung; 

The ſea nymphs heard, and all the ſportive train, 
In ſhaggy treſſes danc'd around the main, 

From ſouthern lakes don to the northern rills, 
And ſpread confuſion round N hills, 


JS 
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Toa Youne C44: "vp 


Avon an excellent'Piect of ParwTING, mach faded: 


Cour, and attend, my charming maid ;_ 


See how the gayeſt colours fade; 


As beauteous paintings loſe their dye; 
Age ſiriks the luſtre of your eye. 


"Then ſeize the minutes as they pals ; 
Behold | how ſwift runs down the glaſs ; 
The haſty ſands that meaſure time, 


Point you to pleaſures more ſublime ; 


When pale, when unrelenting Death, 


ad points the glorious beams of day. 


And bid you ſhun the flow'ry path, 
That cheats the millions into death. a 


Snatch every moment time ſhall give, 
And uniformly virtuous live ; 
Let no vain cares retard thy ſoul, 
But ſtrive to reach the happy goal; 


Shall ſay, reſign life's vital breath 1 
May you, ſwift as the morning lark 
That ſtems her courſe . 
Leave every earthly care, and ſoar, 
Where numerous ſeraphims adore ; 
Thy pinions ſpread and wafted high, 
Beyond the blue etherial ſky, 
May you there chant the glorious lays, 
The carols of eternal praiſe, 

To that extnultteſs ſource of light, 
Who rules the ſhaflows of the night, 
Who lends each oyb its ſplendid ray, 
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Time and eternity he holds ; 
Nor all eternity unfolds, = _ 
The glories of Jchovah's name:; 
Nor higheſt angels can proclaim, 
The wonders of his boundleſs grace, 
They bow, and veil before his face. 


What then ſhall mortals of an hour, 
But bend ſubmiſſive to his power ; 
And learn at wiſdom's happy lore, 
Nature's great author to adore. 


' To 
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be, on the American Determination, ini 1714, 6 ſuſpend all 
Commerce with Rritain, (except for the real Neceſſaries of 
2% requefted @ fte Lift of the mur, the Lan 


might compriſe under that Mead. 


Fazzpor may weep, and tyranny prevail, 
And ſtubborn patriots either frown, or rail; - 
Let them of grave economy talk loud, 

Prate prudent meaſures to the lit niag crowd; 
With all the rhetoric of ancient ſchools, 

Deſpiſe the mode, and faſhion's modiſh fools 3 
Or ſhew fair liberty, who us'd to ſmile, * | 
The guardian goddeſs of Britannia's iſle, ” 
- In fable weeds, anticipate the blow, 

Aim'd at Columbia by her royal foe ; 

And mark the period when 3 kings 
Deal round the curſes that a Churchill ſings. 


But what's the anguiſh of whole towns in tears, 
Or trembling cities groar fag out their fears ? 
The ſtate may totter on proud -enin's brink, 
The ſword be brandiſh'd, or the bark may link ; 
Yet ſhall Clariſſa check her wanton pride, 

And lay her female ornaments aſide ? 

Quit all the ſhining pomp, the gay parade, 

The coſtly trappings that adorn the maid ? 
What ! all the aid of foreign looms refuſe | 
(As beds of tulips ſtrip'd of richeſt hues, 

Or the ſweet bloom that's nip'd by ſudden froft, 
Clazifſa reigns no more a favorite toaſt. 

For what is virtue, or the winniag grace, 

Of foft good humour, playing round the face ; 


Or what thoſe modeſt antiquated charms, 
That lur'd a Brutus to a Portia's arms ; * 
Or all the hidden beauties of the mind, _ 
Compar'd with gauze, and taſſels well combin'd ? 5 


This mighty theme produc d a long debate, 
On the beſt plan to ſave a ſinking ſtate ; | 
The oratorial fair, as they inclin d, 
Freely diſcuſs'd, and frankly ſpake their mind. 


Lamira wiſh'd that freedom might ſucceed, 
But to ſuch terms what female ere agreed 
To Britiſh marts forbidden to repair, 
(Where ev'ry lux'ry tempts the blooming fair,) 
Equals the rigour of thoſe ancient times 
When Pharaoh, harden'J as a -in crimes, 
Plagu'd Iſrael's race, and tax d them by a law, 
Demanding brick, when deſtitute of ſtraw ; 
Miraculouſly led from Egypt's port, 
They lov'd the faſhions of the tyrant's court 
Sigh'd for the lecks, and · waters of the Nile, 
As we for gewgawe from Britannia's iſle ; 
That haughty iſle, whoſe mercenary hand, | 
Spreads wide confuſion round this fertile land, 
By virtue rear'd, to harmony divine. 


Prudentia figh'd—ſhall all our country mourns „ 
A powerful deſpat's low ring, haughty frown, k F 
Whoſe hoſtile mandates, ſent from venal courts, 

Rob the fair vintage, and blockade our ports ; FUE. 
While troops of guards are planted on each plain, 
Whoſe crimes contagious, youth and beauty Rain } 
Fierce rancour blazen'd on each breaſt's diſplay'd, 
And for a.creſt, a gorgon's ſnaky head. 

| | 3 * 
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Mingle their tears, and ſighs for fighs repay ; 

* Deep anxious thought each gen rous boſom fills, 
How to avert the dread appteaching inis; Gi 
Let us reſolve on a ſmall ſacrifice, 

| And in the pride of Roman matrons riſe ; 

Good as Cornelia, or a Pompey's wife, 

We'll quit the uſeleſs vanities of life. 

Amidſt loud ditcord, ſadinels, and diſmay, 

| Hope ſpread her wing, and flit acroſs the away : 
Thanks to the ſex, by heavenly = alta d. 
Either to bleſs, or ruin all mankind. 


| A tharp debate enfa'd on wrong and right, 
A little warm, tis true, yet all unte, 


At once to end the great politic ſtrife, * 


And yield up all but real wants of fe. 


But does Helvidius, vigilant und wm 4 


Call for a ſchedule, that may all compriſe > 
"Tis ſo contracted, that a Spartan ſage, '£ * 9 
W | 


But if ye doubt, an inventasy clear, - 
df all ſhe needs, Lamira offers here 
Nor does ſhe fear a rigid Cato's, frown, | 
When ſhe lays by the rich embroider'd gown, © 

And mogaftly eoempounds for juff enough . 
Perhaps, ſome dozens of more flighty uff; 1 
With lawns and — and mecklio' — 
+ iinges and jewels; ſuns und tweener cats; 

Gay cloaks and hats, of every ſhape and ze, ' 
Scaghy, cardinals, and 'of all dyes ; 

With ruffles ſtzmp'd, #8 


* „ three ore; 


1.4 


With 


” 


ns of tambour, * £,"M 
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With fineſt muſlins that fair Indiz boaſts,  * ” 5 

And the choice herbage from Chineſan coaſts z ' 

(But while the fragrant hyſon leaf regales, =o | 
Who'll wear the homeſpun produce of the vales F * + \ 

For if twould ſave the nation from the rurſe ; 

Of nne Wow, >: K 

Few can this choice delicious draught 2. 

Though all N s. poiſons fill the cup.) 

Add feathers; rich ſattins, and ducapes, 

And head dreſſes in pyramidial ſhapes ; 

Side boards of plate, and porcelain profuſe, - 

With fifty ditto's that the ladies uſe ; 

If my poor treach'rous memory has miſs'd, 

Ingenious T -I ſhall complete the liſt. 1 1 BY 

So week Lamira, and her wants ſo few, 

Who. can refuſe ?—they'se but the ſex s due. 


In youth, indeed, an antiquated page, 
Taught us the threatenings of an Hebrew ſage 
"Gainſt wimples, mantles, curls, and criſping pins, 
But rank not thefe among our modern fins : | 
For when our manners are well underſtood, 
What in the ſcale is ftomacher or hood ? 


"Tis true, we love the courtly mein and air, 
The pride of dreſs, and all the debonair; © 
Yet Clara quits the more dreſs d negligee, 
And ſubſtitutes the carcleſs polanee ; 

Until ſome fair one from Britannia's court, 
Some jaunty dreſs, or newer talle import; 
This ſweet temptation could not be withſtood, 

Though for the purchaſe's paid her father 's blood ; 

Though loſs of freedom were the coftly price, 
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Or earthquakes rattle, or volcanoes roar ;- 

Indulge this trifle, and the aſks no more: 

Can the ſtern patriot Clara's ſuit deny? 

'Tis beauty aſks, and reaſon muſt comply. 

| But while the ſex round folly's vortex play, 

Say, if their lords are wiſer far than they ; 

Few manly boſoms feel a nobler flame, 

Some cog the dye, and others win the game ; 

Trace their meanders to their tainted ſource, 
What's the grand pole ſtar that directs their courſe ? 
Perhaps revenge, or ſome leſs glaring vice, nk 
Their bold ambition, or their avarice; 

Or vanity unmeaning, throw the bowl'; , 

Tim pride and paſſion-urge the narrow fouf, © 
To claim the honours of that heavenly flame; 

That warms the breaſt, and'crowns the patriot's name: | 


But though your wives in fripperies are dreſs'd,. 
And public virtue is the minion's jeſt, * 
America has many a worthy name, 

Who ſhall, hereafter, grace the rolls of fame. 

Her good Cornelias, and her Arrias fair, 
Who, death, in its-moſt hideous forms, can dare, 
Rather than live vain fickle fortune's ſport, 
Amidſt the panders of a tyrant's court; 

With a long liſt of. gen'rous, worthy men, 

Who ſpurn the yoke, and ſervitude diſdain ;- 
Who-nobly ſtruggle in a vicious age, | ö 
To ſtem the torrent of deſpotic rage; — 
Who leagu'd, in ſolemn covenant unite, _ 
And by the manes of good Hampden plight,. 
That while the ſurges laſh Britannia's ſhore, 
Or wild Ni'gara's cataracts ſhall roar, * 
And Heaven looks down, ſanRifies the deed, * 
They'll fight for freedom, und ſor virtue bleed. FR, 


N. 
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Long abſent on the great public Cauſe, en. 

n. 
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As I alone, on Cliifford's fammit-tread ; 
Traverſe the rural walks, the gurgling rilla, 

Survey the beauties of th” adjacent hills; 
Taſte the delights of competence and health, 

Each ſober pleaſure-reaſon lends to wealth : 
Yet o'er the lawn a whiſp* ring echo ſighs, 
Thy friend is abſent—my” fond heart replies 

Say—do not friendſhip's joys qatweigh the whole ? 
Tris ſocial converſe, animates the ſoul. 
Thought interchang d, the heavenly ſpark improves, 
And reaſon brightens by the heart it loves; . | 

While ſolitude Gts brooding oer her cares, ls 35) 
She oft accelerates the ills ſhe ſears ' - {| ' 1 
And though fond bape nith Glkes hand difplaye, 
The diſtant images of balcyon days, 
Her ſable brow contracts a ſolemn ai, ́ ata 
That treads too near the threſhold of deſpair; - -*. 
Till heav'n benign. the choiceſt bleſſings lend. 
The balm of life, a kiad and faithful friend. 
This higheſt gift, by heav'a indulg'd, I clai 
Aſk, what is bappincfs i——My iriead, I 
Yet while the ſtate, by fierce internal war, 
Shook to the centre, aſks hisacalous care, | | 
I muſt ſubmit, and ſmile in dolitude, —— 2 
My fond affettion, my falf love-fybdu'd» v0” 
The times demand enertions of the kind,. 

A patriot zeal muſt warm mind. 


Yer . 
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Yet, gentle hope come, ſpread thy ſilken wings 


And waft me forward to revolving ſpring ; 
Or ere the vernal equinox returns, 
At worſt, before the ſummer ſolſtice burns, 
May peaoe again erect her cheerful ſtand, 
Diſperſe the ills which hover o 'er the land ; 
May every virtuous noble minded pair, 

Be far remov'd from the dread din of war; 


Then each warm breaft where gen 'rous friendſhips glow. 


Where all the virtues of the patriot flow, 
Shall taſte each joy domeſtic life can yield, 
Nor eater mare the martial bibody Seld. 


But, hark 1—alas | the brave Montgomery die, | 


Oh, heaven forbid that fuch a ſacrifice, * 
My country or my ſex ſhould yield again, 
ere 
May guilty traitors ſatiate the grave, 5 

But let the ſword forever ſpare the brave ;. 

I weep his fall—I weep the hero flain; 

And mingle fighs with his Janetta's pain: 

Yet while I weep, and lend the pitying ſigh, . 

I bow the knee, and lift my ſoul on high, 
That virtue, ſtruggling with affiduous pains; 


May free this country from deſpotic chains... '- 


Long life I aſk, and bleſſings to deſcend,. 
And crown the efforts of my conſtant friend”; 
My early wiſh, and evening prayer the ſame, 


That virtue, health, and peace, and besen fame, 


May hover o'er thee, til} time's lateſt hour, 
Commitſſionate the dread-refltleſs power ; - 


Then gently lay thee'by 
Till both ſhall riſe, 


a tide of day,” 
-& 7 EE ) 8. 


as - 
ww 


Marcia's clay, „ 574 
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Through lucid air. and ſee the God yrho reigns. 


Where cherubims in borrow's luſtre ſhine, 
We'll hand in hand our grateful homage join; 
Beneath his throne, where liſt'ning angels ſtand, 
With raptur'd ſeraphs wait his leaſt command. 

_ Clifford Farm, 1776. 
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| Mey for once, her airy wing ſhall ſpread, 


And ſtretch her pinions o'er the verdant mead ; 
But not to ſing of fierce, or hoſtile ranks, 

Or heroes conq'ring on the Ganges” banks; 
Nor frozen Danube, nor the Tyber's ſtream, 
But happy Dover, is my gentler theme. 


With good Honoria would I trace the ſcene, 
The flow'ry lawns, the grots of evergreen-; 
The lofty elms, and all the blooming pride, 
Where Dover's filv*ry winding waters glide ; 


Pleas'd with the bounties that kind nature pours 


Profuſely down from her exhauſtleſs ſtores : 
. But yet I feel my feeble pinions droop, 
Nor dare I truſt the ſilken ing of hope; 
Leſt when exalted in my brittle car, 
To ſail aloft as phaeton in air, 
T meet the fate of that preſumptuous youth, 
Whoſe mad ambition taught one ſolemn truth ; 
And bade dull genius tread his deſlin d ſphere, 
Nor ſcorch his wings by venturing too near, 
The ſacred mount, devoted to the muſe, 
And thus diſguſted, all the nine refuſe, 
To dictate numbers that may flow with eaſe, 
And moſt I fail, when moſt I wiſh to pleaſe. 


Will the ſoft mantle of a gentle friend, | 
Then cover all that truth cannot commend ? 
Yet this, perhaps, might fruſtrate my deſign, 
* mig enwrap each line; 


4 2 


3 


To Hononta, on 9 for euer to bo- 
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For every portrait that my pon can paint, 

To her deſcriptive eloquence is faint; _ 

As while beſide the winding ſtream ſhe poves, 
She lifts her heart to celebrate the hand, 

That ſcatters bleſſings o'er this happy land ; 

This land of plenty, this delicious vine, 

By heav'n mark'd out for ſome auguſt deſign. 


Truth's ſacred banners may be here unfurl'd, 
And genius fpread her graces Oer the world; 
Here other Boyles or Newtons yet may riſe, 
And trace the wonders of the weſtern fkies ; 
More than one Wp may adorn the feat, = 
Of bright Apollo's favorite retreat; Fs 
When Harvard's ſons may ſpread the arts refin'd, 
Diffuſing knowledge o'er the human mind; 
While every ſtar its kindly influence lends, 
„Till ern 


Then ſmiling Ceres, placid and ſerene, 
Shall unmoleſted her ripe vintage glean ; 
Sweet harmony ered her graceful head, 
And happy peaſants tread the cheerful 


Events roll o'er, and on the wing of time, 
Diſcloſe new wonders—ſyſtems more ſublime ; 
Yet rapid thought anticipates the ſcene, 
Sees empire riſing with majeſtic mein ; 
When peace again ſhall glad Columbia's ſhore, 
And conq ring heroes freedom ſhall reſtore ; 
When troops no more are canton'd round the plain, 
Nor vict' ries won, nor routed armies lain ; 
When freſh blown laurels ſpring from Warren's grave 


Wm, I; 9 
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For whom kind fortune wreathes the crown of ſame, 
And ſtamps th' initials of her fav'rite name; 

When Waſhington,-confpicuous o*er the reſt, 

By heroes, patriots, and by foes careſs'd, 

May quit the field, and court the rural ſcene ; 

There with his friend, the good and valiant Greene, 
With conſcious worth each victory review, 

And ſtill Columbia's bappineſs purſue. 

Yet both muſt weep the cold Canadian plain, 4 
Where a"Montgom'ry, and a Wolfe were lain. 


How have I left fair Dover's rippling ſtream, 
To gurgle on, and touch'd a bolder theme 
Forgive my wand” ring from the beauteous groves, . 
Where ward'ling ſongſters chant their vernal loves. 


Vaſt crowded ſcenes, have ruſh'd upon the mind, 
And led me far from what I firſt deſfign'd. 
I'll check the ſallies of my rambling muſe, 
If candor theſe excurſions will excuſe : 
Or if my friend, the good Helvidius, deign, 
To hark a moment to the pu'rile ſtrain ; 
If from the wonders of the vaſt expanſe, 
Where viewing long the planetary dance, 
He from the ſtarry region will deſcend, 
And gently chide the follies a friend ; 
I'll mark the eenſure as a proof ſincere 
Of gen'rous friendſhip, and the frown revere ; 
Though it enjoins long ſilence on my pen, 
The mandate I'll obey—nor write again. 


P 
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HEN rolling thunders ſhake the ſkies, 
And lightnings fly from pole to pole; 
When threat' ning whirlwinds rend the air, 
What terrors ſeize th' affrighted ſoul 1 + 
Aghaſt and pale with thrilling fear, 
He trembling ſtands in wild amaze 3 
Nor knows for ſhelter where to hide, 
To ſcreen him from the livid blaze. 


Happy the calm and tranquil breaſt, 
That with a ſteady equal mind, 

Can view thoſe flying ſhafts of death, 
With heart and will at once reſigu d. 


" 
Oh ! thou Supreme SternaFKing, 

At whoſe command the tempeſts rage, 
With equal eaſe can worlds deftroy,. 

Or with a word, the ſtorm aſlluage. 


And though impetuous tempeſts roar, 
And penetrating flames ſurround, 

Thou bid'ſt them ceaſe—the thunder s huſh'd, 
And reſt and ſilence reign profound. 


EASE [3 gf 7f* 


Thus have we ſeem thy power and might, 
Adoring, we thy works furvey ; 

"Tis thou direct'ſi the pointed flame, 
And thus thy goodneſs doſt diſplay. 
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Thou haft compos d the rapid winds, 
And Iull'd to'teſt the Toaming yave gf 
The clouds diſpers d, each twinkling ſtay 
2 nn 
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Toa Youxg GuyTLEMAN, refiding in 
FRANCE. 


Tus new year ope the early morning dawn, 
Broad ſheets of ſilver dreſs the whiten d lawns ; 
Bleak winter riſes from the brindled north, 

The tempeſt ſhakes, and furious blaſts pour forth. 


From nature's dawn, to nature's lateſt kour, 
Each ſpangled leaf beſpeaks creative pow'r ; 
The vernal dew drops, or autumnal breath, 
That wraps the foliage in the arms of death; 1 

The yew, the cypreſs, or the blooming roſe, : 
India's long ſummer, or the Lapland ſnows, 

Alike proclaim, what ſceptic fools deny, 

The ſoul's ſupport—a providential eye. 


This glorious truth my opening lids ſurvey d, 
My gratefal heart its early homage paid; 1 
Then ſwiftly wafts its warmeſt wiſhes o er 
To find * * du the Gallic ſhore. 


„Long health, long peace, long happineſs attend, 

The lovely youtk, and bring me back my friend, 

Unhurt, unſhackled by the triple chains 
Of folly, pride, or pleaſure's guilty ſcenes. 

When he has travell'd o'er from ſtage to ſtage, 
The diſtant world, and read life's gaudy page, ; 

Oh | may he quit th“ illuſiye, airy chace, | 2 
And retroſpect the happy path of peace. | 
True happineſs conſiſts in real worth, 

And makes her exit when loſt fight of truth ; 

The heaven born prize is not the gift of gold, 

Of princes, flateſmen, 3 
2 


ru 
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"Tis not the lap of luxury difplay'd 

In all the ſpoils of innocence betray c 

Nor will the ſmiles of witlings'or of kings, 

The laugh licentious of ſuch motley things, 

Give joy ar peace to ſterling worth or ſenfe, 

Tis honeſt probity, with competence, | | 
That calms the mine, and ſmooths the manly mein, 
And ſhews the world true happineſs within. | 


Search o'er the globe—the circling ball traverſe 
Let Britiſh bards their Gothic tales rehearſe ; 
Let Grecian pens, or modern pets ſing, 
The feats of ancients, or of Bourbon's king; 
The ſage, the bard, the ſcepter d hand, combin d, 
Have nought to barter for a virtuous mind. 


The herald's page, emblazoning high birth, 
The longeſt liſt of anceſtry on earth, 
 Ennobles not, nor dignifies the fon, 

*Till merit makes the deeds renown'd, his own. 
Methinks I hear the youthful bofom ſigh, 

And nature whiſper fancy's fond reply ; 

«« Theſe old ideas are quite out of date, 

Can man be happy without pomp or ftate ? 

He who can wealth and pageantry diſclaim, 

May mark the willows with his blighted . 

Hid in the caverns of ſome dark retreat, 

And wrap'd in canvas, the wild anchoret 

May weep, or rave in ſilence or deſpair, 

And groans reecho with the whiſtling air. 


Not ſo, my fon, did Hereules demean, 
When rival goddeſſes adorn'd the fcene ; 
The Cyprian queen a thoufand lurements ſpread, 
6 0 
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Pleaſure's bright nymph new deck d her charming face, 
But virtue beckon'd with a milder grace; 

Love's little urchin, by his mother taught, — 

Ten thouſand join fancy's boſom wrought 5 
Fond wiſhes warm'd, the youthful hero figh'd, 

Till Virtue ſhew'd him to the gods alli d. 

The ſpark celeſtial kindled in his breaſt, 

The man, the hero, and the god confeſs'd ; 

Pleaſure turn'd pale, and drop'd her wither'd wand, 
Triumphant. Virtue lent her willing hand, 

And led him on to every glorious deed 
His anceſtors atchiev'd, or heav' n 


Tho aire tend u be Un ede, 
And fate rolls rapid o'er her vivid greens ; 
And leave a blank for bolder pens to fill ; 
But ere ſhe quits the dark prophetic lays, 
Let her retrace, and recollect the days, 
When, by the margin of the weſtern tide, 
Young empire ſprung from proud opprefſion's fide z 
The infant fladirih'd, aurs d by freedom's hand, 
Who ſpread her banners o'er a bleeding land. 
Economy, to virtue cloſe alli'd, 
A frugal pair, with wiſdom by their fide, 7 
And ruddy health, Aurora's offspring ſmil d, 5 
And promis d vigour te the new born child; . 
The maid, careſe d by potentates and kings, | 0. 
Rais'd high her fame, and ſpread her growing wings. \_ 


But, *mid@ the proſpect ſuddenly appear d. 
A hideous form whoſe front by heaven was ſear d; 
From envy 's gulph the phantom ſeem d to rife, 
Nn. Py 
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His forky fang, and livid lip, reveal d, ip 
The crooked form, a gaudy veſt conceal'd ; 
Large tablets mark d the monſter's gally breaſt, 
And Av*'zice ſtood conſpicuous on his creſt; 
His taiated breath.iafefts from ſhore to ſhore, 
And poiſons all the generous fountains o'er. 
True public ſpirit floated down the tide, 

While diſſipation danc'd by folly's ſide ; 

Soft ſilken breezes fan'd her fluttering wing, 
And golden ſhowers hid her guilty ſting ; 

The molten calves fall proſtrate at her ſhrine, 
Sip the new joys, miſtaken for divine.. 

A ſudden guſt, in part, the miſt diſpell'd, 

And ſhew'd Columbia-on a broken ſhield: 

She wept, and totter'd on the rapid ſtream, 

Till it ruſb'd back, and broke the — dream 7 
Her trembling lip in quivering accents ſaid, 
Alas ! am I by half my friends betray'd ? 
Though noble names from diſtant realms repair, 
And breathe new vigour in the northern air ; 
Yet dangers.threat, and diſtant thunders roar ; 
Convulfive ſtorms may rage from ſhore to ſhore. 


If Attic annals don't miſlead the muſe, 
And old Amphyctions had their private views, 
Some latent ſpark of wild, exotic growth, 
Engender d there, may flouriſh in the ſouth ;* 
Ambitious Philips live in modern times, 
And bold improvements make on Grecian crimes, 
Yet in the field exalted heroes ſtand, 
And, while he lives, may Waſhington command + 


This pics was written at a period when certain characters, 


in ſome of the ſaſpected of design unſa- 
verable to the libertics of Americ — * 
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The ſocial virtues claim him for their n . 

An hero born, fair freedom's favorite fon; 
Live where he fought, and mark his glorivus days; 
While virtue's hand enrols La Fayette*s/haine, 


Is thy young boſom warm'd with patriot ra 
An ardent glow to ſerve the common weal ? 
Or does ambition lead thee to the feld, 
In war to confi, and the fautchion wield? 
From Hector's days te baughty Calar's time, 1.240 
When ſinking Ree, ingul ph d in every crime, 4 
When ravag'd Gaul kad frelt's the tyrant' s pride, 
And crimſon torrents» waſb'd the Danube's fide ; 
Nor yet when Charles, and his more bloody for, 
On carnage fed; til} Europe was undone ; 
(The Rhine ran ted, the low lands overfiow/d, - 
And every city ſmoak'd with'patriot- hid :?) 
Yet hiſtory has never mark'+ a page; 
With feats more glovieus than the profent ago'y * 
No ſmitten aa, or recking fields ap —- 
A fairer cauſe to draw an hero's fwrord, | 
Than does thy country, ravag'd and diftrefs'd, 
While war's hoarſe clarion rears from caft to weſt 


Yet private virtue wants the youth's ſupperd 3. | 
Leave all the fopperies of a foreign court 3 
* * * come, with every virtue fraught, 
By principle and precept, early taught, 
A bright example ſhine among the firſt, 
Good as thy fire—as Ariſtides juſt ; 
— — 
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When wintry blaſts no more ſhall tear the plain, 
And thy fond wiſhes bear thee o'er the main; 
When ſoft Favonius fans the vernal breeze, 

And Boreas breath ſhall ceaſe to laſh-the feas ; 
My foreſt birds ſweet warbling notes ſhall ſing, 
And hail thy welcome with returning ſpring. 


The long lov'd manſion that firſt gave thee birth, 
The happy dome that nurs'd thy early youth, 
Is left awhile to taſte the ſylvan gale, 
As life treads downwards thro” time's narrow vale z 
And if benignant heaven ſtill protect, 
And tow'rds thy natal ſoil thy ſteps direct, 
Haſte to the villa on the ſouthern fide 
Of ſweet Tremont, whoſe wavy waters glide 
Near the fair ſummit of a lofty mount, 
Where wild woods ſhade a ſoft meandering fount,. 
That gently rolls and forms a ſmall caſcade, 
By nature's hand irregularly made: 
The towering oaks and riſing hill tops vie 
To ſhade thexadiance of the weſtern ſæ y 
The ſloping lawns and flowery meads combine 
To form the landſcape on a bold deſg n; 
The opening bay a winding river bounds, 
And ſcatter'd iſles erect their verdant mounds ;* - 
The grey ey d morn her ſtreaked pinions ſpreads, 
And diſtant mountains rear-their bluſting heads; 
The broad Atlantic's rolling tide between, 
Heightens the grandeur of th enchanting feene ; 
The whiten'd ſurges gently waſh the ſhore, 
While filver rills run ſoftly rippling o'er. 


The fragrant banks, whoſe native borders riſe 
Ia beautcous toliage of a thouſand dy ea q 
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The tufted flowers meet the cluſtering vine, 

That wildly rambles o'er the conic pine ; 

The darkening cedars form the grotto's ſhade, 
And greener willows fan the fertile glade ; 

A little alcove opes on either hand, 

Where the tall larch and vivid limes aſcend ; 

The lengthen'd viſta widens through the dale, 
Where ſportive flacks play o'er the gloſſy vale z 
From hence we view along the watery way,. 
Great Bourbon's flag and ſtreaming — play. 


In this retreat reſide thy happy friends, 
Content and health benignant heaven lende 5 
A ſocial board, with frugal plenty crown'd, 

A generous welcome ſmiles on all around; 
The day glides on, and when the eve returns, 
Fraternal love in every boſom burns ; 

Each virtue planted in the youthful breaſt, 
The parents ſmile, in future proſpects bleſt. 


Domeſtic peace, a conſcious upright mind, 
Ts honour, wealth, and every good combin'd-- 
Return, my fon, for nothing elf we need, 

To ſee R 


Milten, January 1, 1782. 
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pos MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

Ts @ patriotic Gentleman, qube grefented a fmall Bank of Bark 
requeſting a POEM might be written therein, on PRIM« 
ITIVE SIMPLICIT Y. 


N 
1 i 


Ou the favoth papyrus of uneledt Ges, 


Nature a bright . Vl tn ee ee, 
The bliſs ſfuperivur of thoſe happy Unys, 
When on the bark the bard inſcritf @ his lays ; 


But, when immers d mt ten thoufand cares, © 
Domeſtic duties, and ſome foreign fears; 

When avocatiods of the ſoial kind, 

Engroſs the heart, and fill the bafy mind, 
Pegaſus often does his aid refuſe, = 

And ſentiment will not alt the muſe. | 


Thus circumſtanc'd, IH not indulge the pride, 
To pick one flower from Parnaſſus ſide ; 
Much leſs attempt its furnniit to explore, 
Though much I love Scamander's rippling ore; 
I'll check my wiſh, and drop my humble wing, 
Pleas'd with the laurels Nut for others ſpring : 
Vet ſnatch a moment, when my friends command, 
And point the period wit:. a willing hand; 

And if the lagging numbers flowly move 
I'll hope a pardon from the voice of love. 
Critics may cenſure, but if candour frowns, _ 
I'll quit the pen, and keep within the bounds, | 
The narrow bounds, pręſcrſb d to female life, 
The gentle miſtreſs, and tht prudent wife: 
Maternal precepts, drawn from ſacred truth, 
Shall warm the boſom of the lining youth; 
While the kind mother afts her little part, 


% . 


Add ſtamps the tablet on the infant heart, ; 


Each 
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Each fervent wiſh, I to my country lend, \ 
SIMPLICITY. 
DEEP ia the boſom of old Time there food, 
Juſt on the margin of the ſea green flood, 
A virgin form, in lucid rabes array d, 3. 
Whole ebon treſſes negligently play's  . 
In flowing xinglets, as the wavy main | 
Felt the ſoft breeze that ſann'd the verdant plain ; 
iba bm ts nn on, 
Her innate were every gricefal Nett 5” "7 | 
Her meek ey d afpe&, modeſt and 
Evinc'd the fair one's origin divine ; 
Virtue, at once her ornament and thictd, 


And Truth thearident that the goddeſs held. 


Beneath bereden, 
Who ne er conteſted titles, gold, or place. 
Ere commerce* whiten'd ſails were wafted wide, 
And every boſom caught the fwelling pride ate. 2 
Of boundleſs wealth, furcharg'd with cadicfs ſnares, 
Exotic — — mo ene 
Ere arty, or elegance, or) Wa 
And ſemptiag Iuaucy, aid mankind; 
Their oaks and evergreens, and poplar ſhades, 
In native beauty, rear'd their conic heads; 
The purple tinge with golden hues inwrought, | 
In dappled forms, as Tportive nature taught: | 
The ſilken folinge open d through the mead, 9 
And ä indie» 41 tl 3.4 a 4h 
Belide whaſe gentle 4: p00 phage i | 1 
e by 

p Whoſe 


Whoſe heart, unblacken d by ſo mean Gen: 1 B 
As luſt of gold, or caring avaride; 0 oo T 
No guilty bribes his when d palm poſſeſs'd, | $1 
No dark ſuſpicion lurk'd withia his Drraſt KM T 
Love, concord, peace, ere | H 
Adorn'd grey hairs, and dignifi't the youth ;, T 
There ſtingleſs pleafures crown'd — a T 
And ruddy health, A coriftant welcome guet, T 
Fill'd up the cup, and md at every D 140 N T 
| The friend and handwiid of ber Poeten. rü 4 K 
RN inna: * T 
The roſy Goger'd wor, and nogntide. W... 1 T 
The ſtreaked twilight; or the evening grey, T 
Were paſa d alike in innacence and mirth. e n A 
o riot gendering ſlom but crrtain death a v 
nclouded reaſon guided all their way 0 Fe 
And virtue s ſelf fat innocently, gay ;- LORIE 
The winged hours ſereneſy glided by, + 
Till golden — the weſtern fly | A 
And when enwrap'd in evening's ſable veſt, - T 
And midnight ſhadows huſh'd the wid 9 ref, — A 
On the fam -d Mader, Shoſe extended bars, ' 1 A 
| N. 
From orb to orb, t 
Through widen'd fi 
While angel guards D 
Pretuve Great Wikchubt c n 3 
: Fine t ae = | 
But ere the bird — We bail'd the 4 A 
Or warbling (oogſters chip 4 their early len. Tr Pi 
The grateful heart its joyful matins rais:d, . Luut 1 11 M 
—— — 771 In 
This 1 233 &/31/1/ 1 TELL! Pe 
Nhat lives A of Bee „ * 


; | 
MISCELLANEOUS, POEMS. - 234 

But now, alas 1 ig dark-obliviow loi, 108 

The ſons of Adam know it ta their coſt; bole tadlh 

Since God forþad the mother, of mankiad , . ik rites foo fk 

To tft the flee up hnct herhn,. $4: 2:64 

Her taſle ſo delicate, refin'd and nice, 

That the ex ain of Paradiſe, ,.. ne 

The grafſy banks N the. ble ade, SEK 

The winding Mam from-Piſan/a-golden. beads. 136" 

The ſicy er ee N 

Midekel's font, Aﬀyxig's. bloowing pride, > 4,47 

The fruits luzyrianton Euphrates” ſhores, ... mung 

The rich profuſion that ul Kaden pours, yy * 2 

The ſhady done; the roſy vanked bower, ' i. , 

And nature deck ' with/every/freit and flowers. + MA h 

Were inſufficient, rade;and*incomplete,.. - oo 7 

aum 4-475: . —4 5 


Since elch. be carden*s.clotoly lock d by 1 - 
Aud foning Soar Ore he tar ge 6. PER . 
This globe is tram d round from pole to pole, 

And earth reſearch's to find ſo rich a dole 


SE. WM 


But gang neh 4 * * 
er Kere r can give, Te : 
Or glitt ring grandeur, whoſe falſe optics plane 
The fummam beaum on the fraileſt baſe ; | 
And if too Wer the threthold of their door, - 
Pride blazes high, and clamours loud for more—- © 2 
More 1 1 
In all the witd variety -of e 
Peace and contentment are.refg'daway,. . * 
And worth, uablemuth's, i the Wan . * 


* 93 - 4 


Faſy the toil, and fimple is the tue, 
That yields to man all nature bids him ae? 
And each improvement om the author's plan, 


Adds new inquietudes to reftlteſs mam. 


As from Gmplicity he deviates, 

Fancy, prolific, endlefs wants creates ; © 
Creates new wiſhes, foreign to the ſoul, 
Ten thouſand paſſions all the mind control x 
So faſt they wead behind cach other's heels - 


That ſome new image on the fancy fleals 777 


Ere the young embrio half i: fever eahaghetiny 870 wag 
Some new vagary the old plan deſents; YO Wy” 
Down comes the Gothic or Corinthian piles VT” 
The finer arts depopulate and waſte, - | 

And nations fink by elegance and taſte : — 
Empires are from their lofty ſummits i” 
And kingdoms down to ſwift perditios deut, 2 
By ſoft, corrupt, refinetnents of the heart, - 15 | ate, 
Wrought up to vice dr each deceptivs rt. 


iii . 


Rome, eee rhe world age. 


A laſting proof of what my pen eu :e: 


High wrought refine ment uſber'd in replete, 
With all —_ flax a virtuous fine 3 „ AER 
Their ſumptuary laws growh ' obſolete, © 
They, undiſtay u, the patriof*s frown could bet; 
Their fimple manners loſt—their cenfory dead, 
Spruce petit mairres o'er the forum tread. N 


1 weep thoſe days when gentle Maro fung, 
And ſweeteſt ſtrains bedeck d the ſtatt rer s been; 
When ſo corrupt and ſo refin'd the times, 
The muſe could fieop to gild a tyrant's crimes. | 
Thea 
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Were the purſuits of all the buty throng; t 
When ſilken commerce held the golden, ſcales, 
Empire was purchas d at the public fales : "14A 
No longer liv'd the ancient Roman pride, 
Her virtue ficken d, and her gtory di d. 


What blotted out the Carthaginian fame, 

And left no traces but an empty name ?— 
Commerce ! the ſaurce of every narrow vice, 

And honour, barter d at a trivial price. 

By court iatrigues, the Commonwealth's diſgrac'd, 
Both ſuffetes and ſenators debas d: E 

By ſoft refinement, and the love of gold, 
Faction and ſtriſe grew emulous and bold, 

Till reſtleſs Hanno urg d his purpoſe on, 

And Scipio's rival by his art”s-nndone. 

From age to age, fiace Hannibal's bard fate, | 
From Cæſar's annals to the modern date, ; p 
When Bruaſwick's race ſits on the Britiſh throne, 

And George's folly ſtains his grandfire's crown ; 

When taſte's. improv d by luxury high wrought, 

And fancy craves what nature never taught; 
Affronted virtue mounts her native ſkies, 

And freedom's genius lifts her bloated eyes; 

As late I ſaw, in ſable veſlngepts ſtand, 

The weeping fair, on Britain's naked ſtrand. 


The cloud capt hills, the echoing woods and dales, 
(Where pious druids drefs'd the hallow'd vales ; Y 
And wrote their miſſels on the birchen rind, 
And chanted dirges with the hollow wind,) 
Breathe murmuring fighs o'er that ill fated iſle, 
Wrapt in refinements both abſurd and vile. 

| + Proud 


234 * MISCELLANEOUS PORMS. - 
Proud Thames deſerted—her commercial ports 
Seiz'd and poſſeſs'd by hated foreign courts ; 

No more the lofty ſhips her marts fupply,. - 

. 

A ES weed from his ſhaggy head; 

He bids adieu to fair Britannia's ſhore, . 

The ſurge rebounds, and all the woodlands roar ;: 

His courſe he bends towards the weſtern main, 

The frowiiing Titans join the ſwelling train, 

Meaſure the deep, and laſh the foaming ſea, 

In haſte to hail the brave Columbia free :- 

Ocean rebounds, and earth reverberates, | 

And Heaven confirms the independent ſtates ;- 

While time rolls on, and mighty Kingdoms fail, 

They, peace and freedom dn their heirs entail, 

Till virtue finks, and in far diſtant times, 

Dies in the vortex of European crimes.. 


Plymouth, Otober, 1779. 
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| Onthe DzaTu of the Hin, JOHN WINTHROP, | 
E. T. IL. D. Hoittiszan Proresso0n of | 
MATHEMATICKS and NATURAL PHILOSO- | 
PHY, at HARVARD C g . 


aue bs LAD T- 


* 


Ann 0 — plaing. 
The lucid form diſplay d. 
The ſtarry round he here explor d, 
And cry'd— great Wiathrop's dead 
Down thraugh the planetary fields, a | 
Where countleſs ſyſtems roll, * 
A Newton's glorious kindred ſhade, Ws 
Deſcends to meet his ſoul. | 1 


D e , 
Still wonder, and adore, _*+ 
Aud mount towards the central ſource, ; | 
Of alcreative power. 1 


But Io 1 the ſons of Harvard weeg,. #1 
And ſcience drops tear, a | 
Philoſophy, ber 3 : | 


The wrangling diſputant abaſh'd,. 6 | 
Adores great nature's. God, -. 

And zealouſly explores the path | 
Th' illuſtridus ſage has trod. 


As life forſeok his dying lids, ' 4 


Faith © 'd 8 = 5 ] 
view'd the glorious prize, Yet 11 
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Yet nature dropt a friendly tear 
Before he reach'd the ſkies. 


Though death with * dewy fingers cold, 
Pervades the ſainted brow, - © 

Compaſſion. mov ꝗ the quivering lip, 
And ia a laſt 


He his lat ſanction to the truth, 
To doubting ſceptics leaves. . 
While'weeping friends deplore his loſs, 
And ſad Honoria grieves ; 


He ſigh'd—** the ancient ſages grop'd 
% Through error's maay round, 

« Through earth and air, to hell's abyſs, 
« They ſought one cauſe profound— 


One Great Firſt Cauſe—in every form, 
In every ſtar they greet, 

« From Woden's dark and dreary cave, 
To Jove's etherial feat. 


« They ſnatch'd esch tcoble ray of light, 
« And cheriſb'd to a-flame, 

4 As nature in ten thouſand forms 
66 Spake one eternal name. ' 


% Kind Heaven Sede ce , 


« With altars rear d to fate, 
And condeſcended to reveal -. 
A pure, immortal flare. 105 
| « But clearer light ig modern une 
« Our wiſer youth has tanght, 
„Whatever Socrates might preach, 
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« And ſuch, — code, 
10 


Seal d by a meſſeuger diyine, : 
The ſacred ſon of God. 


« By fancy's ebullitions fwell'@ : 
« With philoſophic me,. 
6 Both Moſes and Sint Paul renounce ; 

For evangelic Hume. | 


« Shall ſuch intefſigenice re i ioaght 
« As actuates a mind, 1 1 
— pions Bayley. 
To Hades be conſign'd bo | 9 25 
« No niore fo ene 
« But periſh as the brute ; TH 2-47" 
This forthe Criins Gi 8 apes | 
* Ah | what a (ubſitute : ; : 


« Witlng may dp it ergy wth" 25 
„The ſacred page contains, DB 3502. 13 
«© And academyc fogla dip * 


„ With mazy, muddled braing 3 l 


„nn een Sinai's mount reveal. © 
« Has demonſtrative proof, 

„Ne leſs the condafrending gram e 
Of a redeemer's love. * 


An heavenly energy divine, 0M" 
Retarded long his mind, 1 
While Angels rand te dying um 
In aid to truth —_— | 


The mubek'of the ©» reſounds, . 
And haſten d his Mr; | 


i. 
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agh 


T0 bleſs the ov d irn. 


A cherub loger'd et 1 11x64: 
Later bf roi ne: St a7 


He through a galaxy of light" Mt ag el oat 
By Newton's eye unſeen” 0G 
Beyond the teleſcopic vie 4 
Of weak ey'd mortal men, . a 2 us * 


Treads o'er the pavement of the 4 Ut 
And looking down ſtifheyd,” © 
A thouſand, franſis gliging through - '- | 12 
The vaſt etherial pace, "1 K f, 7 2 » 


- 1 7 


venus may pad the her Un. 
— «io t ce. 
The author of the whole.. | | 


Huygens fittle thbes thrown by, * 

And eee eee, 
Tn 550 
Hail | 1 Wepy fout; 

Diſrob'd of earth bor y, 3 
rere e. 5 
Through ſeas of liquid day. 1 1 als 2. * 
But, hah !—the Titeraty world 
Laments the recent Blow, * 


Beſide the yew grown cover d tomb BY 


Long—virtue's tears will flow. | 
His kind perfuaſive voice all- 3 


To learning's happy ſeat, 1 88 
And troth ter i ben nn 


* 
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The liſtening youth hung on the lip. 
Whete ſoft inſtruction flow d, 

In every emulative breaſt. . 40 Ov 42 
The thirſt of know, glow'd. WIN A 2 — 1 6 


Some at Apollo's ſtrive way bos, 9 

. And aſk unother mme, 

To fill the philoſophic. chair e 
. And reach  Wiathrop's fame; N 


But, oh 1 thow great all Perfect ſorce'! | 

Oft knowledge, light; and trum 

Send in the prophet's flaming car, 28 7 
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L. M K K 
Wrinen on the anniverſary of the dear of d C 
an amiable and accompliſhed young gemirman, who died is 
St. Lucar, 1785. His refgnation, fortunude, and piety, 
ewitneſſed the excellence of that religion which ſupported bim 
ub dignity and calmneſs, and through many months of lan. 
_ gnid illneſs, reafen juſtified 10 him the hope of the Ghrifien, 


— ts/s parent's-grlef; > -\ 7 
. relief - 


— ver life's » mott brllizat flags : 


Read its deceptive, viſionary page, 
Its richeſt hope in rapture lifted high, 
I now ſurvey with retroſpective eye. 


Its brighteſt boon, oft my tranſported heart 
In fancy hug*d—but time's infidious dart 
Check d each fond wiſh—relentleſs * away 
As tender foliage in a froſty day, 
Youth, vigour, friendihip; und the ripening bloom 
Of early genius, ſhrouds lu s tomb. 


A youth juſt form'd, as E by heav'n defign'd 
To ſhew the virtues in a youthful mind; 
His manners gentle, and his heart ſincere, 
Mild his deportment—bur to vice ſevere; *+ 
He aim'd alone at life's ſublimeſt end, - 
Roſe to the ſaint, and ſfoften'd to the friend. 
With manly grace, and piety ſerene, 
Met the laſt foe with an unclouded mein. 


A burning hectic's ſecret fire betray'd, 
Till yielding nature bow'd his languid head; 
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"When ſtrangers tears were ſprinkled o'er his grave, 
From which no tears, nor virtue's ſelf could ſave. 
Kind foreign hands have dreſs d his ſacred urn, 
While weeping friends in diſtant climates mourn z * 
No brother's ſoot the ſolemn dirge attends, | 
Yet innate worth commanded many friends ; 
The father mourns with many a heartfelt ſigh, 
While to the grave bends the maternal eye ; 
Her buſy mind, too curious, would inquire, 
Why was he lent—or why fo ſoon expire? 


Is it from life's beſt joys my heart to wean ? 
Or are ſeverer pangs behind the ſcene }— 
Let me not aſk—but humbly bow my will, 

And own my God, the God of mercy ſtill 3 
Adore and tremble at Jehovah's name, 

Whoſe hand, omnific, ſtill ſupports my * 
Obey each precept of his laws divine, 

Nor at the darkeſt providence repine; | 
Though ſtrip*d of all earth calls its choiceſt ſtore, ; 
Yet if upheld by all ſupporting power, 
I' calmly walk on to life's utmoſt verge, 
And, undiſmay'd, approach the boundleſs marge, 
Of that broad ſpace where mighty ſyſtems roll, ; 
And radiant glories fare the wondering ſoul. e 2 


Then may the youth whoſe ſoul benign on earth, 
Breath'd truth and ſweetneſs from his early birth, 
Deſcend a moment from the realms above, 
Deputed thence a meſſenger of love, : 8 
To aid my faith, and catch the parting breath; ; 
And waft my ſoul from the cold bed of death; . | 
Lead the glad ſpirit through th etherial ſea, n, 
And ope the gates to an eternal day. 


W 


9 


To an amiable Fzxiznn, 
Morning the Dar of ,an excellent FATAL. | 


Liar deep dejection hide her palljd face 
And from thy breaſt each painful i image Ne; 
Forbid thy lip to utter one complaint. 

But view the glories of the riſing lait, 
Ripe for a crown, and waiting the reward 
Of watching loag the vineyard of his Lord. 


The generous purpoſe of his zealous heart, | 
Truth to enforce, and knowledge to impart, 


Inſures his welcome on the unknown ſhore 
here choirs of ſaints, and angel forms adore : 
= A ſeraph met him on the trackleſs way, 
And ftrung his harp to join-the heavenly lay. 


Complain no more of Death's extenſive power, - 
Whoſe ſceptre wafts us to ſome bliſsful: ſhore, 
Where the rough billows that roll 'o'er the head 
That ſhake the frame, and fill the miad with dread, - 
Are huſh'd in ſilence, and the foul ſerene- 

Looks back delighted onthe clofing Ce. 


Happy, thrice happy, that exalted mind, 
Who, leaving earth and all its cares behind, 
" Has not a wiſh to ruffle or control | 
The equal temper of his tranquil ſoul 
Who, on a retroſpect, is ſafe within, 
No private ꝑaſſion, dor a darling ſin, 
Can check his hope, when death's inſati ate pawer:-- 
Stands hovering on n 


® The gentleman alluded to, vs a clergyman of difingbiſhed 


— 
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This dreaded ty rant throws his forky wand, 
And mos down millions wich reſſtleſs hand ; 
From his reſearch no ſceptred prince can hide, 
Though deck d in all the luxuey of pride. 


Not all the ſplendor of a Saladin, 
Not thoſe who #orſhip att Belona's ſhriae, 
Not Czſar's triumphs, or a Pompey's fame, 
Nor all the heroes of Rome's boaſted name, 
Could once evade, though e er fo wiſe or great, 
The dreaded ſentence of relillleſs fate, - 
Which ſtrips the laurel from the good and brave, 
And ranks the monarch with-the meaneſt flave. 


Cohorts of old, and flaves of modern Rome, | 
Promiſcuouſly meet one common doom, 
And drop as leaves in the autumnal blaſt, 
While adamantine. pens: record the paſt ; 
And every action ſtands diſclos d on high, 
Inſcrib'd on columns fix'd beyond. the ſky ;; 
Each virtuous deed, and every baſe purſuit, 
That dignifies the man, or marks the brute. 


Not ſeas of tears diſarm the grizzly king, 
And virtue only antidotes his ſting ; 
The eaſtern monarch, or the Grecian ſage, 
May bid defiance to death's wanton rage, 
If inward peace inſures the glorious prize, ' 
That crowns the victor at the grand aflize ; 
When pearls, nor gold, nor India's wealth obtains 
Applauſe from him who o' creation reigns. 


Then weep no more, my friend, but all miign'd, 
. 


Who 
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Who watches o'er the movements of the juft,. 
And will again reanimate the duſt. 

Thy fire commands—ſuppreſs the riſing ſigh 
He wipes the tear from thy too filial eye, 

And bids thee contemplate a ſoul ſet free, 

Juſt ſafe eſcap'd from life's tempeſtuous ſea. 


Could my weak numbers, or my plaintive ſtrain, 


Or ſofteſt ſympathy, relieve thy pain; 
My willing heart its ready aid ſhould lend 
BER e Se oy abg 


Let gratitude—(beſt feeling of the heart) 
Whoſe raptur'd ſmiles the higheſt joys impart, 


Infpire thy ſoul, and look abroad ——_ 
2 all oature with a placid mein. 


See early ſpring its ſwelling leaf expand, 
Or ripening harveſts court the reaper” s hand ; 
Autumnal clu pour their juices forth, 
Or frowning nm blacken all the north ; 
Still let content and gratitude appear, ' 
Through all the changes of the varying year; 
Let not a wayward thought thy peace moleſt, 
Or the leaſt murmur e er eſcape thy breaſt : 
Look round, behold the brighten'd landſcape gay, 
The wavy poplars fan the verdant May, 
The oaken tops are with the elm combin'd, 
To weave a covert for the weary mind. 


On every fide the vauy'd ſgeets appear, N 
And ſpeak the power that marks the rolling year; 
Pleas'd with the grot, extinguiſh d every care, 
Expand thy heart, and breathe-a grateful prayer, 


„ 


That 


That when time's rapid car its courſe has run 

A few more circuits round the central ſan, 

Thy friends and mine from death's umbrageous womb, 
May burſt the manſions of the darkſome tomb, ; 
With us unite in friendſhips more ſublime, 

Ind ſmile on all the ductile ſcenes of time. 


FAITH, reach thy hand, and lead us o'er the deep, 
While ſmiling Hope forbids we here ſhould weep. 
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The Genius of, AMERICA weeping the ab. 
ſurd FolLIEGS of the Dav.—Ofober 10,, 
1778. | ; 
« O'TEMPORA ! O MORES “ 


Benxzaru the lofty pine that ſhades the plain, 
Where tlie blue mount o'erlooks the weſtern main, bo 
I ſaw Columbia's weeping Genius ſtand, 

A blacken'd ſcroll hung waving in her hand. 


1 2 A a eas Aa 


The penſive fair, in broken accents ſaid, 
Shall freedom's cauſe by vice be thus betray d 
Behold the ſchedule that unfolds the. crimes 
And marks the manners of theſe modern times. 
She ſigh'd and wept—the folly of the age, 
The ſelfiſh paſſions, and the mad*ning rage 
For pleaſure's ſoft debilitating charms, 
Running full riot in cold avarice* arms; 
Who graſps the dregs of baſe oppreſſive gains, 
While luxury in high profuſion reigns. 
Our country bleeds, and bleeds at every pore, 
Yet goldꝰs the deity whom all adore ; 
Except a ſew, whoſe probity of ſoul 
No bribe could purchaſe, nor no. fears control. 
A choſen few, who dar'd to ſtem the tide 
Of Britiſh vengeance in the pomp of pride, 
When George's fleets with every fail unfurl'd,. 
And by his hand the reeking dagger hurl'd, 
The ſharpen'd ſteel, the angry furies held, 
And Albion's offspring ſtrew'd the purple field 
With kindred blood, warm from his brother's veins, 
The crimſon flood each field and village tains ; * | 
et 
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Yet back recoil'd the reeking bloody hilt, 
And flaughter'd millions mark'd the tyrant's guilt. 


But. mĩdſt the carnage the weak monarch made, 
Stern bending down his awful grandſire's ſhade, . 
Beſpoke the pupil of the Scottiſh thane, 

„Why ſully thus the glories of my reign ?* 

% The weſtern world oft for my houſe has bled, 

« And Brunſwick's friends.lie mingled with the dead 
In yon fair fields of glory and renown; 

No independent of thy. trembling crown: ; : 

1 The luſtre of thy diadem is fled, . 

« The brighteſt jewel that adorn'd thy head; 

© America—no more ſupports thy reign, 

«© Nor freedom will forgive her martyrs ſlain. 


© As I ſhot down acroſs th" empurpled plains, 


- 


Whole cities burn'd, and Vulcan forg'd new chains» 


« Yet dying patriots claſp'd the darling ſon, 

« And bid him gird the warlike helmet on. 

« The cold lip quiver'd on the blood ſtain'd 

The ſpirit riſing from the ghaſtly wound, 

% The hero ſob*d—the glorious work complete, 

« And Britain's barbarous policy defeat; 

« *Tis heav'n commands, and freedom is the prize, 
« Adieu, my ſon—death ſeals thy father's eyes. 


The ſtern majeſtic-form about to riſe, 
The guardian goddeſs met him from the ſkies ; 
« *Tis juſt, ſhe cry'd—1 urg'd the batile on, 
And, pointing down—** fee, there the trophies won, 
4% While they believ'd heav'n's uncontrol'd 7 Ang 
© That virtue only made them brave and free. 
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The trump of war from ſhore to ſhore reſounds, 
And the ſhrill echo o'er the vale rebounds ; 
The diſtant nations hear the dread alarm, 
Enkindled Europe for the conflict arm 
The Gallic powers, the weſtern peaſants join, 
And diſtant legions forin in freedom's line; 

America is hail'd from ſea to ſea, 

Sits independent, glorious, and free. ; 

Propitious heaven approv d, and ſmil'd benign, 

And guards of angels aided her deſign ; 

While ſtill her ſenate, vigilant and wiſe, 

Spreads wide her fame, and lifts her to the ſkies. 


But he who holds the univerſal chain 
Of all events, his ſyſtem will maintain; 
He through the whole creation has decreed, 
Effects muſt follow as our actions lead ; 
All nature ſhews that heaven ne er deſign d, 
Spite of themſelves, to ſave and ble mankind. 
The friendly genius lifted flow her veil, 
And {ill hid half the melancholy tale—- - 

_ When, lo | ſhe fizh'd, the happy proſpect dies, 
Guilt has provok d the vengeance of the ſkies ; 
As wealth pour'd in from every diſtant ſhore, 
The gaudy lap of luxury ran o'er ; . 
The blacken'd paſſions all at once let looſe, i. :0 
And rampant crimes ſcarce aſk'd for an excuſe, *: 


> "ct 


So diſſolute—yet lo polite the town, 
Like Hogarth's days, the world's turn d npfide down $ 
Old Juvenal, who cenſur'd former crimes, 
Or Churchill's pen, in more ſatiric rhymes, 
or crabbed Swift, in yet a rougher ſtile, 
— atons ine; 


— 
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If ſermons, fatires, or the law of heaven, 

(Though it again from Sinai's mount were given,) 
Should all combine to cenſure modiſh vice, 

It can't be wrong, when faſhion ſanCtifies. 


Hogarth might paint, and Churchill laſh the times, 
Compar'd with moderns, modeſt were their crimes 3 
Not Swift himſelf could now defame the age, 

Truth might be told in each farcaftic page ; 
Whoe'er delights to ſhew mankind abſurd, 
The life in vogue may ample room afford.“ 


The early creed of liſping girls and boys, 
Is taſte, high life, and pleaſure's guilty joys ; 


The modiſh ſtile the heegleſs parent taught, 


And fins run rank, from levity of thought; 
Ere the big cloud that ſhook the north retires, 
Each generous movement of the ſou] expires ; 
All public faith, and private juſtice dead, 
And patriot zeal by patriots betray'd ; 

While hot bed plants of yeſterday ſhoot up, 
Erect their heads, and reach the cedar's top. 


Thankleſs to heaven, and to the men ingrate, 
Who veatur'd all to ſave a ſinking ſtate; 
Who kept the ſhatter'd bark, and ſtood the deck, 
When timid helmſmen left her as a wreck. 
Thoſe godlike men, thoſe lovers of mankind, 
Have nought to retroſpect that pains the mind; 

; Placid 

This piece was written when a moſt remarkable depravity of 
manners pervaced the cities of the United States, in conſequence of 
a fate bf war ; a relaxation of government; the ſudden acquiſition 
of fortune ; a depreciating currency 3 and a new intercourſe 
_ with foreign nations. 
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And ſigh in ſilence o'er-a guilty land. 


But when old Time is ſo decrepid grown, 
His worn out car no more will bear him on, 


When Fame thraws by her faithleſs tinkling tube 
That carol'd falſehoods round the liſt'ning.gtobe, 


The evergreens on yghder ether plains, 
Eternal flouriſh to their, pains, 


Thus truth exhibits virtue in an age, 


When vice, unbluſhing, ſtalk'd acroſs the Kage, 
And ftar'd around with hideous prowling eyes, 


To catch the heedleſs witling as he flies ; 
The diſputant, who enters on the liſt, 

To foil a Newton, or to wia at-whiſt. 

He lives a ſceptic, if you take his word, 
Thinks tis heroio to deny his Gd, 

Or to diſpute his provideatial care, 

Deride his precepts, or to ſcoff at prayer. 
His coat, his creed; his faith and genios too, 
Are moderniz'd,gs faſhion forms the cue 
Prompt and alert, with crudition fraught, 


Than Locke, or Boyle, in ethics better taught z 


He ſwears the ute the bon ton of the times, 
By moraliſts canine'er be conſtru'd crimes ; 
Moſt modern writers are much better bred, 


Voltaire and Hoyle, the authors he has read, 


Diſcard ſuch antique, odd ideas of truth, 
Such muſty rules ſor regulating youth. 


a Lord Bolingbroke, among the wits a toaſt, 
And the ſceptic's empty boaſt, 
Reaſon ſo clear, e'en their pigmy race 

Who ſwarm and cluſter in each public place, 


With” 
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With ſcientific brow cun demaflrney © © 
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Virtue is an enthuſiaſtic dream, 4 Ec , 
Reveal'd religion, 1 ; 


At bacchanalian feaſts, jt is the mode | 1 3 
To pour libations to the red ey d God, 
Till penetration ſo out runs his ſenſe. ' 
That the arcane of omnipotence, | | | 
Brought to the reas'ner's ſuperficial teſt, ul} 

The Chriſtian code becomes his wanton. jeſt. : a 5, 
Scarce any decent principles remain. 1411 
A fool's cap, perch d on folly's feather'd brain | : 
Is the learn'd ſignal for the warm debate : 

On Voltaire's creed—or the decrees of fate ; 
Till graceful 3 ſo-improvex the plan. 
Ihe deiſt bluſhes at his bolder train ; ; 
His flowing ſtile, and eaſy periods ſuch, - „ 1 C41 
His influence — 8 u e 
This ſmooth remantic-bard; from eaſt to weſt, 

Has conjur'd up each ſceptical proreſt oo 

Gainſt all religion ev n the moſt ſublirne; + * 

Oral or rate of late or modern time: ä 
All hope renoune'd of an immortal ſtte y 
By rote his pupils fyliogiſms prate· - 
Annihilation diſſipates all fear, ; 

We can but ſuffer—and enjoy while here. 


As ignis fatuus floats from abe to bog, 
The vapor plays in peſtilentialfog, 
Sparkles and ſinks in the dark marſhy tomb, : J 
As modern wits in metaphyſic fume. | 


Yet they aſſume a ſelf important air, 
Or tovonfound, or proſelyte the fair, 


* * ye. + C. 
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Who no ideas have of other heaven, 

If dreſs, parade, and a gallant is given ; 

Who rail aloud gainſt puritanic rules, 

And learn their morals in deiſtic ſchoals 

Who prattle nonſenſe with the half fledg'd beau, 

Can cog the die, and raffle high or low ; 

In folly's lap, by childiſh paſſions toſs'd, 

On vanity's deluſive ſhallow coaſt ; 

The rippling ſurface hides the deep abyſs, 

That gapes deſtruftion, while the hydra's him, 

Unheard as pleaſure s faſcinating ſong, | 

In gales perfum' d, the triflers hurl along. 

While wide ſpread ruin ſtalks from door to door, 

Famine and ſword ſtill threat ning to devour, 

How many dance on diſſipation's wing, 

No pen can paint, nor can the poet fing. : 
Proſoundly learn: d, inveſtigating truth, 

And thus thrown off the ſhackles of his youth, 
He's wiſeſt ſare who makes the moſt of life, 

Prefers a miſtyeſs to a ſober wife ; 

The coxcomb laughs, and revels life away, 
While gaming high's the buſineſs of the day; 

Pleaſure ſhall dance in every feſtive bowl, 

— wm," not a ſoul. 


